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			To my parents, Ken and Chris Baird—Dad a west coast pioneer, Mom a transplanted Prairie rose. They loved this coast.
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			A Note to the Reader

			What sort of author starts a book with a disclaimer? A writer of local history, that’s who. My research for this book has gone oceans wide and fathoms deep—yet I sometimes encountered contradictory findings and conflicting timelines. Rest assured I have been diligent in my fact-​seeking. However, even Margaret Thompson, a lifelong Ucluelet resident with a steel-​trap memory, cautioned me during an interview: “That’s how I remember it. Would I swear on a Bible? Probably not.”

			This book is organized thematically. You can read it cover to cover or seek out areas of interest. I could not possibly include everything, but hope this offering gives you a taste of (and for) the history and people of Ucluelet, “safe harbour,” this place I call home.

			I have avoided using words that are inappropriate because of their colonial connotations, except when they appear in specific quotations from the past, reflecting the vernacular of the times.

		
	
		
			Preface

			The water is calm. I dip my paddle rhythmically as a sleek grey seal surfaces just a whisker away from my kayak. I am circling Ucluelet Harbour, going counter-​clockwise, reliving history, trying to draw together the threads of the past.

			As I glide along, the fabric of this book begins to form.

			Strategically located near the mouth of the harbour is hitac̓u, also known as Ucluelet East, permanent village of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ (Ucluelet First Nation).

			Farther along, I veer right of Lyche Island and glide past Port Albion, where the first colonial settlement was originally located, and where some Japanese Canadian families lived before internment. Passing the mouth of Mercer Creek, and then Mercantile Creek, I stay right of Kvarno Island. Ever hopeful of a wildlife sighting, I scan the entrance to Thornton Creek on my right. Site of the local fish hatchery, it is a popular hangout for black bears, but they are elsewhere this morning.

			Close to the head of the harbour, I float and gaze at what was once the site of the logging camp where I spent my early childhood. The homes, swing set and forts, the bunkhouses, the cookhouse are all gone now. Only a dryland log sort, where felled trees are organized by size and quality, remains.

			Starting down the harbour’s west side, I recall my aunt’s stories of the tiny, once-​thriving, now-​defunct community of Stapleby, a settlement dating from the early 1900s. Soon I am alongside the site of a Second World War Royal Canadian Air Force seaplane base. Next comes the boat basin and what was once called the “Japanese Dock,” in Sunahama Bay, with its wealth of fishing history. At the Eagle’s Nest Marina, I stop to mentally picture the former houses of Bunji Bay. Past several fish plants there is the Whiskey Dock, the original transportation hub for this harbour town. From the Whiskey Dock, Main Street runs uphill to where St. Aidan’s Church still stands sentinel, although newly clad and repurposed, a sign of changing times.

			I glide between the 52 Steps Dock and the old houses atop pilings in Fraser Bay, below Imperial Lane. Before internment, Japanese Canadian families called these houses home. Several strong strokes later, I stop to assess what was once my family’s home. The house my dad built when we moved into town from the logging camp still looks good. Dad’s wharf is functional, but the boathouse he constructed for his boat building has seen better days.

			I take a wide berth around Neptune Ice fish plant, wary of an ornery-​sounding sea lion on the lower dock. Past the fuel dock, I am soon passing my present harbourside home, to skirt alongside huumanʔiš (Hyphocus Island), once another strategic Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ site. I nose into Spring Cove, site of an early trading post, then a small settlement that housed a lifeboat station, and now the home of the Kimotos, a well-​known Japanese Canadian family.

			From there, I check for oncoming boat traffic. It’s all clear, so I head straight across the bay towards the small bay called t̓ukʷaa (Du Quah), a strategically placed site important to the t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ (Toquaht First Nation). A bald eagle calls from atop a giant red cedar. Avoiding a glistening kelp bed, I take long, even strokes around a rocky point to Stuart Bay, traditionally called hac̓aaqis and also Hakoda Bay, with its close connections to both First Nations and Japanese Canadian heritage.

			Having come full circle, I pause, bobbing in a slight swell. Gazing up the harbour, I feel the threads of history wind around me. Things fall into place. This project doesn’t need to be my Everest. Mount Ozzard, looming over Ucluelet Harbour, is much more attainable. I feel ready to write this history of Ucluelet, my safe harbour, a book that stems from my deep love of place.

		
	
		
			
			 Chapter 1 
			What Lies Beneath

			Ucluelet sits on the Ucluth Peninsula, within the ḥaḥuułi (Traditional Territory) of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ (Ucluelet First Nation). The climate is mild and wet: winter temperatures average at 9°C, summers at 17°C. Average yearly rainfall is 3,420 millimetres. Vegetation thrives in this temperate rainforest, and we are surrounded by myriad tree species, including cedar, spruce and hemlock.

			Ucluelet’s vistas include rocky outcroppings, hidden coves and pebbled beaches facing the open Pacific, and a protected inner harbour featuring islands, more beaches and mud flats. Across the harbour from Ucluelet sit the communities of hitac̓u and Port Albion. Above them tower č̓umaat̓a (Mount Ozzard) and Mount Frederick. Ucluelet Harbour is open to the western edge of Barkley Sound and its archipelago of over one hundred islands.

			I grew up free to explore both sides of the Ucluth Peninsula. My dad’s only words of warning were: “Always respect the ocean. Never turn your back on her.” I spent countless hours rowing the not-​always-​calm waters of Ucluelet’s “safe harbour,” combing the beaches and rock-​scrabbling the rugged outer shoreline. I loved it all, but never reflected on what forged the landscape of this place I call home.

			Earthquakes and Tsunamis

			Vancouver Island is near the northern end of the Cascadia Subduction Zone, where the lower, denser, oceanic Juan de Fuca tectonic plate grinds against the North American continental plate. The Juan de Fuca plate slides eastward at a pace of 2.5 to 5 centimetres per year. The North American plate moves westward. When the two become locked, immense pressure builds. The only release is a massive megathrust earthquake.

			In the past ten thousand years there have been thirty-​nine megathrust earthquakes along the Cascadia fault, nineteen of them between 8.7 and 9.2 on the Richter scale. Time span between megathrust earthquakes ranges from eight hundred to two hundred years.1

			The most recent was on January 26, 1700. First Nations Oral History tells of a massive tidal wave five or six metres high. A Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ story tells of a dugout canoe being found far up on č̓umaat̓a, the seven-​hundred-​metre mountain inland from their main village on Ucluelet Inlet. The entire Huu-ay-aht village at Pachena Bay just south of Barkley Sound was engulfed, then swept out to sea. There were no survivors. That earthquake sent a tsunami across the Pacific. The five-​metre wave hit Japan ten to twelve hours after the quake, causing widespread destruction. Thousands of people died.

			March 27, 1964, was not a Good Friday for those affected by the megathrust earthquake that struck near Anchorage, Alaska, more than two thousand kilometres up the coast from Ucluelet, as the crow flies. At 9.2 on the Richter scale, it was the largest earthquake ever recorded in North America. It happened at a depth of approximately twenty-​five kilometres and lasted four minutes and thirty-​eight seconds. In the earthquake and resultant tsunami, 131 people died.

			Tsunamis occur when a tectonic plate shifts and the ocean displaces suddenly to fill the void. The 1964 Alaskan megathrust earthquake forced the ocean floor fifteen metres upward, setting off a tsunami that raced southward down the coast and west across the Pacific at speeds between 640 and 830 kilometres per hour. In less than five hours, it reached Vancouver Island’s west coast.

			The tsunami hit the small Hesquiaht First Nation village of Hot Springs Cove hard. Many homes were damaged. Some caught fire when waves toppled lanterns. Community members rode out the waves aboard their boats, returning to find just two of eighteen homes still standing. The new Roman Catholic Church sat fifteen metres from its base. Thankfully, no lives were lost. The community rebuilt in a safer location.

			At the time, Neil Buckle lived facing the open Pacific, north of Ucluelet at Combers Beach. Home after visiting his wife, Marilyn, and their newborn son at Tofino Hospital, he was awakened by a loud roar. He recalled saying, “Oh for Christ’s sake, it’s a tidal wave!” and later described it as “absolutely mesmerizing.”2 Neil saw his Dodge truck afloat, and “huge logs…tossed like match sticks…I was totally stunned.”3

			Because the harbour entrance sat at an angle to the wave’s trajectory, Ucluelet got off relatively lightly. Many fishermen, alerted about the impending wave, took their boats out to sea. The first surge arrived close to midnight, smashing pilings and tearing out two Department of Transport floats at Spring Cove. At the BC Packers shore plant, eight floats and a gangway broke loose. John Walton’s ten-​metre troller sank by its berth at BC Packers and was a writeoff. Fishermen worked through the night to salvage the floats. They retrieved seven. The other three were presumed swept out to sea.

			At the head of Ucluelet’s harbour, a log boom containing five million board feet of timber broke up. Some of the logs crashed into pilings, damaging wharves. Amazingly, most of the boom was recovered, largely intact.
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					The Greer home on Hyphocus Island. The island was originally accessed over this log bridge, until what was promised to be a temporary causeway was put in by McKercher’s logging company in 1967. UAHS Archives
				
			The pipe transporting the community’s water supply under Ucluelet Inlet ripped apart in several places. Divers Jimmy Hill and Lew Klock worked for two days to repair the breaks. The tidal surge also broke the telephone and TV cables under the inlet and shifted the power cable. Hydro lines between Ucluelet and Port Alberni failed.

			Commercial fisherman Axel Tomren and his wife, Pat, were hosting a party at their home on Tomren’s Island (Hyphocus Island) that evening when some kids rushed in, shouting, “The water is coming up really fast!” Some guests left in a hurry, eager to get off the island across the pedestrian-​only log bridge. Dorothy Larsen and her husband, Albert, were at the party. When Axel warned that the log bridge might soon float away, Dorothy headed home to her kids. Several other ladies joined her, and they sat in the dark.

			Just up the coast, Tofino, like Ucluelet, got off lightly despite some damage, including disrupted floats and a broken municipal waterline. Alberni and Port Alberni did not fare so well. The twin cities (now amalgamated into Port Alberni) sit at the head of a long, narrow inlet stretching forty kilometres inland from Barkley Sound. As the wave sped through the canal, it compressed, increasing in height and speed. The first wave hit just after midnight. A second wave, towering nearly five metres, slammed the Albernis an hour later. Several more waves followed at ninety-​minute intervals. The onslaught washed away 65 houses and damaged over 375 others. Vehicles were tossed around like dinky toys. The Albernis suffered over $5 million damage. Incredibly, no lives were lost.4

			Ethel King, a British war bride, rode out the waves with her two children and cats in the attic of “their bobbing, spinning house.”5 Ethel peered through the attic window as their propane tank floated by. “It was hissing and I was sure it was going to explode. An hour later we passed it again and it was still hissing.”6 The house floated around for three hours before settling in a field.

			Life on the Edge

			We reside on a tectonic belt circling the Pacific Ocean, a “ring of fire” where most of Earth’s volcanoes and earthquakes occur. As science and technology progress, we become better informed about these cataclysmic events. As a child, I was oblivious to the possibility of the “Big One”—now I am only too well versed in the potential danger. It’s not unusual for us to feel occasional small earthquakes. But there was one memorable night, some time in the early 1990s, that stands out in my memory.

			Light-Headed

			It was almost midnight, and I couldn’t sleep. I turned on the bedside lamp and stared up at the ceiling.

			“What’s the matter?” my husband asked, rolling over in bed.

			“If there’s an earthquake, that light fixture will fall right on my head.”

			“It’ll be fine,” he answered. “Go back to sleep.”

			“Easy for you to say,” I replied. “It’s not above your head!”

			To appease me, he climbed out of bed, lifted the heavy glass lampshade from its hanging frame and placed it on the floor, saying, “There. Now go to sleep!”

			At 4 a.m. the house shuddered with a sudden jolt. I was already awake, having just gone to the washroom.

			Keith sprang out of bed. “Did you feel that?”

			There had been an earthquake out in Barkley Sound.

			“It probably wouldn’t have made the light fixture fall,” he said.

			“We’ll never know,” I answered.

			The next time we went out of town, we bought a fabric lampshade to replace the heavy glass one.

			That earthquake in Barkley Sound was a small one, large enough to feel, but not the type to create a tsunami. But for those of us living here on “the edge,” there is a niggling awareness that tectonic plates are moving deep on the ocean floor, and that as pressure builds, another “Big One” could occur offshore.

			We have had occasional alerts and warnings over the years, enough to keep us on our toes. The waves mainly fizzled out, becoming barely detectable.

			“Why Are You Still Home?!?”

			One Tuesday evening, I got a call from my friend Judith. “I’m surprised you’re still home!” she said.

			It turned out there’d been a tsunami alert, and her husband had phoned her from his fishboat off Haida Gwaii to warn her. And she thought that since my husband was the fire chief, I might have more information.

			Not so!

			It was regular Tuesday-​night fire practice. I called the hall and asked to speak to the chief. “I don’t know,” said the brigade member. “He’s pretty busy. We’ve had a tsunami alert.”

			When I got to talk to my hubby, I asked when he was going to let me (and our golden retriever) know about the situation.

			“No worries,” he said. “I’ll call you if you need to move to higher ground.”

			Although reassured, I asked him if he had a life insurance policy on me that I didn’t know about.

			Jocularity aside, the threat exists. I, like many west coasters, live below the tsunami safe zone. Although I like to say I’ll ride the big wave in my kayak, I still believe in being prepared. We have grab-​and-go kits ready. With a tsunami warning, we have time to load up the car and drive to the high school, one of six designated safe zones. If a megathrust occurs, we will have approximately twenty minutes to reach high ground before the first tsunami hits. Our plan is to head across the street once the shaking stops, and dash up my cousin’s steep driveway to high ground.

			We appreciate monthly practice alerts provided through phone calls, texts and tsunami sirens. Ucluelet has well-​trained fire-​rescue personnel and emergency services.

			Buoy Oh Buoy!

			On November 17, 2020, a record-​breaking wave the height of a four-​storey building was detected six kilometres offshore of Ucluelet. This wall of water was measured by an offshore sensor buoy, one of twenty-​six placed along North America’s coastline by MarineLabs Data Systems. University of Victoria oceanographer Johannes Gemmrich assessed the probability of a wave like this occurring as once every thirteen hundred years.7 Such waves appear in the open ocean, usually with no warning or causal explanation. The first scientifically measured rogue wave, the “Draupner wave,” was detected in 1995 off Norway. At twenty-​five metres in height, the Draupner wave was taller than the Ucluelet wave, but just double the height of nearby waves. The seventeen-​metre wave off Ucluelet broke records because it was three times taller than surrounding waves.

			Rogue waves are also called freak waves, killer waves or monster waves. Scientists label them extreme storm waves. Although there was no damage reported from the Ucluelet offshore wave, they can be extremely dangerous, threatening ships, structures and people. (I am again reminded of my father’s warning to never turn my back on the ocean.)

			Owing to the rarity of rogue waves, scientists still work to determine their cause. One theory suggests that with increasingly extreme weather patterns caused by climate change, rogue waves might become more intense and frequent. Earthquakes, tsunamis and rogue waves all add to the uncertainty of life here on the West Coast. Meanwhile, my mantra is “Be prepared, then don’t dwell on it” as life on the edge goes on.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 2 Stewards of the Land

			I write this on the Traditional Territory of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ (Ucluelet First Nation). The Indigenous Peoples of the Northwest Coast have a rich and complex history, fraught with conflict and tribulation caused by colonial interference.

			The history of coastal First Nations goes back millennia. Carbon dating at an ancient village site on Benson Island in Barkley Sound shows people were living there five thousand years ago. Their ancestors are believed to have arrived at the end of the Ice Age.

			An archaeological site was discovered at Ucluelet’s Little Beach in 1991, when contractors excavating a potential building site unearthed burial cairns and pit graves marked with rocks and whale bones. Middens consisting mainly of mussel shells were found above the beach.1 Discovered artifacts included a labret, or ornamental lip plug. Radiocarbon dating showed the site to be at least four thousand years old.2

			Fourteen coastal nations belong to a group called the nuučaan̓uł (Nuu-​chah-​nulth). The group name, chosen by the Nuu-​chah-​nulth Tribal Council in 1980, means “all along the mountains.” The name is preferable to “Nootka,” which was chosen by British mariner Captain James Cook in 1778. (He was being given directions, and mistakenly thought the people were sharing their name with him.)

			Of the fourteen Nuu-​chah-​nulth nations, six have territory in Barkley Sound. Two of these, the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ (Ucluelet First Nation) and the t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ (Toquaht First Nation), are situated on the north side of Barkley Sound.

			The town of Ucluelet, meaning “people of the safe harbour,” is named after its original inhabitants. Another Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ safe landing beach is at Kwisitis, near what is also referred to as Wickaninnish Beach.

			The Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ were made up of people from nine villages. Today, their main village is hitac̓u (Hitacu), on the east shore of Ucluelet Inlet, near the harbour mouth. There have been various versions of the village name, including Ittatsoo and Hitattsoo. Like today’s name of hitac̓u, they all mean “inside.” Early West Coast settler Eddy Banfield described this site in an 1858 article he wrote for the Daily Victoria Gazette, stating that 450 members of the “Youcloulyet” tribe lived near “a beautiful harbor, facing to the south but not at all exposed to the Pacific Ocean, equally sheltered and five times as large as the estuary at Victoria.”3

			The Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ, like their neighbouring nations, thrived in their environment. Plentiful food provided a healthy diet, with the sea a primary source, and salmon a staple. They also harvested herring and salmon roe, and fished for cod, halibut, pilchards, perch and herring. Fishing methods included the use of spears, whale-​bone hooks, traps, weirs and nets.

			The nuučaan̓uł were skilled whalers, and also hunted seals and sea lions. Abundant shellfish included sea urchins, clams, mussels, chitons, oysters and crab. A popular saying held true: “When the tide is out, the table is set.”4

			The forest provided a wealth of berries, plants and roots. The nuučaan̓uł hunted deer, elk and bear, but these were secondary to the bounties of the sea. Much of their food was preserved by drying or smoking. They also hunted sea otters and other mammals for pelts, which they made into cloaks and robes.

			The rhythm of the seasons defined the rhythm of their days. In spring, they harvested the herring spawn. In summer, they prepared for winter by preserving their catch. They moved between different villages and camps seasonally, according to the availability of fish and game and the ideal timing to harvest plants and trees.5

			Cedar, like salmon, was at the heart of the way of life of the West Coast First Nations. Sturdy longhouses were built from hand-​felled cedar trees. Canoes were carved from cedar logs. Bark was used to weave clothing—cedar hats and capes were waterproof, ideal for the rainforest environment. Items were stored and carried in cedar woven baskets. Masks, ceremonial poles and tools were carved from cedar. Creation of masks, regalia and canoes was seen as giving the cedar new life. Gratitude and respect accompanied the felling and carving of cedar.

			This speaks to the core beliefs of these Indigenous Peoples. They were surrounded by a wealth of resources, from the sea beside them, and from the rivers, lakes and dense forest nearby. As stewards of the land, they took only what was needed. Nadine Crookes of the ʕaaḥuusʔatḥ (Ahousaht First Nation) eloquently describes the nuučaan̓uł concepts of ʔiisaak (respect) and hishuk ish ts’awalk (interconnectedness): “Our beliefs are thousands of years old, yet perhaps more relevant today than ever…People are dependent on the environment and on each other. All is interconnected.”6

			The nuučaan̓uł societal structure was complex yet clearly defined. Social ranking was important, ranging from hereditary Chiefs at the top, then lesser Chiefs, and below them the common people. Slaves had the lowest ranking.

			Clans were led by hereditary Chiefs. Power was shared with Councils, Advisors and Elders. This structure is still seen in the governing of nuučaan̓uł people today, although now, as well as hereditary Chiefs, there are elected Leaders and Councillors. Family is integral to the social structure: crests, stories, songs and dances are passed down through families. Oral Traditions continue to be essential.

			The sea was the highway of the nuučaan̓uł, who travelled great distances along the rugged West Coast in their solidly built canoes, often through stormy conditions. In this way, they connected with other nations, trading items such as dried fish and fish oil, dried meat and shell jewellery. Some visits were for forging alliances through intermarriage.

			Intertribal relations were not always smooth. Status was very important. An actual or perceived insult to a Chief or nation could lead to war. Other wars took place for revenge, or to acquire slaves. In a 1955 report, linguists Edward Sapir and Morris Swadesh documented two incidents of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ taking slaves, theorizing they did so to trade them for guns. Slaves were also taken to be used as workers, or to add to the taker’s prestige. Slaves lost kinship ties and social identity, and were rarely recovered by their people

			Disputes over territory also led to wars. One such conflict, between the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ and the residents of the salmon-​producing river at Nahmint, resulted in the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ seizing ceremonial and territorial rights.7

			The Ucluelet Nation also fought with the Toquaht Nation. The t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ, meaning “people of the narrow beach,” lived at Toquaht Bay on the north side of Barkley Sound, site of their main village of m̓aʔaquuʔa (Macoah). They also lived at Mayne Bay, and in other parts of west Barkley Sound. Jessie Mack’s husband, Cecil Mack, became Hereditary Chief of the t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ in the 1920s. Jessie’s reflections on conflict were shared in a 1980 Westerly News article, in which she related that their land was coveted in the 1800s “because of its location close to the Toquaht River, abundant with coho, steelhead and spring salmon.”8 This led to many raids on m̓aʔaquuʔa. By the mid-nineteenth century, warfare had caused heavy losses, and some families moved away. A few families settled at hac̓aaqis (now also known as Stuart Bay and Hakoda Bay), just inside Ucluelet Harbour. Although now deserted, hac̓aaqis again belongs to the Toquaht Nation. This is near what was originally the Toquaht’s main summer village, called t̓ukʷaa (Du Quah).

			In the 1920s, m̓aʔaquuʔa (Macoah) was abandoned. In the 1980s, people began returning and building houses. At the writing of this book, there are about forty Toquaht citizens living at Macoah, with the other 135 Toquaht citizens living in Ucluelet, Port Alberni and other places, mainly on the coast.

			Of the approximately seven hundred Ucluelet First Nation citizens, around 210 live in the main village of hitac̓u, while the rest live in other areas on Vancouver Island and across Canada and the US. Affordable housing initiatives help support citizens wishing to return home.

			Despite the damaging colonial attempts at assimilation and cultural genocide, the nuučaan̓uł have maintained the foundations of their cultures, and continue to achieve preservation and reclamation.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 3 Arrival of the Uninvited

			Spanish explorers arrived on the west coast of Vancouver Island in the 1770s, and other Europeans soon followed. European contact had a catastrophic effect on the thriving Indigenous Peoples.

			The new arrivals came with a history of depleting the environment. They soon discovered the beauty of, and market demand for, the sea otter. The Europeans acquired the glossy pelts from the First Nations, in trade for tobacco, metal tools, blankets, trading beads, firearms, copper sheeting for artwork and alcohol. The mutual trade purportedly began amicably, but disagreements soon led to skirmishes and violence.

			As the global market increased, the European traders’ greed caused near extinction of the sea otter. The focus then turned to gold. The 1858 Fraser River gold rush drew thousands of prospectors to BC, many of them arriving in coastal ports. They brought disease, including measles, typhus, cholera, tuberculosis, sexually transmitted infections and smallpox. The Indigenous Peoples had no immunity to these diseases. The most virulent, smallpox, decimated a large percentage of the population.

			In 1866, the Crown colonies of Vancouver Island and British Columbia, which had been formed with no acknowledgement of the First Nations people who had lived here for millennia, joined together. In 1871, they joined Confederation to access the railway. Colonialism was rampant, with settlers taking land under the umbrella of the Canadian government.

			In 1876, the federal government created the Indian Act, declaring the First Nations people to be wards of the state. The government seized most of their land, putting them on reserves managed under the Indian Act. The amount of land allocated was a small fraction of the Traditional Territory of the First Nations. Then, at the whim of the government, these tracts of land could be made even smaller. Joseph Trutch, now decried for his racist attitudes and unjust actions, was the first Lieutenant-​Governor of British Columbia. A civil engineer and land surveyor, he refused to accept the reserve sizes established by former governor James Douglas, cutting them by 91 percent. Trutch has been strongly criticized for his anti-​Indigenous policies. As of the early 2020s, some streets, avenues and buildings in BC have been stripped of his name and replaced by First Nations names.
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					The Ucluelet reserve (now called Hitacu), circa 1909. Alberni Valley Museum
				
			In 1914, the Royal Commission on Indian Affairs travelled aboard the CPR steamship Tees along the West Coast region to inspect reserves. The commission group of five individuals included three federal and two provincial representatives. Indian agent Gus Cox of Alberni accompanied them, with no First Nations representatives. What then became known as the McKenna-​McBride Commission made heavy-​handed decisions without consulting any First Nations people. Hundreds of acres were cut from reserve lands because they were valuable for timber rights. The First Nations were forbidden, under the Indian Act, to harvest trees on their land.

			Indian Agents

			From the 1830s to the 1960s, so-called Indian agents were hired by the Canadian government to oversee what happened on reserves.

			When the Indian Act was established in 1876, Indian agents were given more power on-reserve. Their rule enforcement included a pass system, controlling the movement of First Nations people off-​reserve.

			Although both Charles Stuart and Eddy Banfield have been listed as early Indian agents, records state that the first Indian agent on the West Coast (and also the first in BC) was Harry Guillod.

			In 1866, Harry, who came from the British aristocracy, was a lay teacher and missionary for the Anglican Church. The bishop first sent him to the Alberni region with Rev. Julius Xavier Willemar, a former Catholic priest originally from France. They made numerous visits there, by canoe and then by foot along mountainous trails, and after four weeks began preaching the gospel.

			Church and school instructions were given in the Chinook jargon, a dialect used between the Indigenous Peoples and the European traders in the Pacific Northwest. School attendance dropped when visitors from other nations presciently warned some of the boys that “if their names continued on the school-​books it would cause their death.”1 Willemar and Guillod transferred to Comox, complaining they were not meeting enough Indigenous people in Alberni to pursue their missionary goals.

			Harry Guillod was appointed West Coast Indian agent in March 1881, with a yearly salary of $1,200. In 1885, he married Kate Munro of Victoria. They moved to Ucluelet, where a house had been built for them on the east side of the harbour. In one of his first reports, he lobbied for the West Coast Agency to be based in the more central location of Ucluelet (which he writes with two suggested spellings: “Uthulhlet” and “Euclulet”), rather than in Alberni.2

			Guillod kept detailed records, which help show changes affecting the First Nations people during his years on the West Coast. His job required him to cover a huge area. Every summer, he travelled by canoe between Port Renfrew and Quatsino Sound, stopping at all the villages and settlements along the coast. He kept a census and dealt with complaints and disagreements. He also helped with medical issues, at one point vaccinating over two hundred individuals during a smallpox outbreak.3 Guillod reported the prevalence of whooping cough and measles, and referred to “the great want of simple medical attendance in most of the tribes, as my Agency is so scattered that I cannot look after them properly in this respect.”4 He also reported “advising the Indians to take proper care of their children in case of sickness”5 and voiced no acknowledgment that, were it not for the colonial presence, these sicknesses would not be prevalent.
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					The Guillods’ new West Coast house may not have been as grand as those of their aristocratic ancestors, but it was solidly built and spacious. Alberni Valley Museum
				
			Regarding treatment of the Indigenous people, Guillod stated in one report: “The actions of the provincial government appear to be very short sighted…their present actions seem to indicate a total disregard to Indian rights, which must sooner or later bring trouble on the province.”

			Guillod’s job included allocating Department of Indian Affairs rations. Again, there was no awareness that the First Nations people had been effectively feeding themselves with their preferred nature-​based diet before the colonial appearance with far less healthy food.

			Harry and Kate Guillod and their three daughters remained in Ucluelet for four years, and then relocated to Alberni after Harry cited hardships of life in Ucluelet and the need for his children to attend school. They built on River Road, and their small home also served as the Indian agent office.

			Residential Schools

			The residential school system dates back to the 1840s, and was a network of boarding schools for Indigenous children funded by the federal government and run by the churches. Initially a voluntary plan, it was soon made mandatory—Indigenous parents who did not send their children to the schools were treated as criminals, sometimes being arrested, charged and jailed, and their children forcibly removed. Vi Mundy of the Ucluelet First Nation said, in a 2022 Maa-​nulth Treaty documentary, that traditionally “the community raised the children” and everyone looked out for each other.6 When children were taken from their families, entire communities were torn apart.

			In residential school, the children were forced to learn English and punished if they spoke their own language. Ucluelet Elder Art Cootes said that one of the most powerful words in his culture was “respect,” and that was damaged when residential schools caused disconnection. The children did not know how to relate to their parents and their culture when they returned home. “They showed us how not to be Native. They separated us from our parents for that reason. So they could take the Native out of us, our cultural ways, all our values.”7

			Through the 1920s and ’30s, the government sought to expand the residential school system. In 1920, Duncan Campbell Scott, who worked for the Department of Indian Affairs for fifty years, stated: “The happiest future for the Indian race is their absorption into the general population, and this is the object of the policy of our government.”8 This abhorrent policy has now been labelled cultural genocide.

			Many children from Ucluelet attended the Alberni Residential School. It burned down in 1919, was rebuilt, and then was destroyed by fire a second time in 1937. The Department of Indian Affairs proposed rebuilding it in Ucluelet, but the United Church insisted it be in Alberni. Earl Mundy of hitac̓u told me he was “kicked out” of the Alberni Residential School as a young boy in the 1940s, after being there for a year and a half, because sticking up for his rights was considered bad behaviour. He suffered all his life from pains in his hands caused by repeated blows from a wooden yardstick. Earl said he was happy to return home to hitac̓u and that he was treated much better at the day school there.9 In later years, he embraced his culture, taking on his role as Hereditary Chief of the Tseshaht First Nation.

			Banning of the Potlatch

			The word “Potlatch” is from the Chinook word “patshatl,” meaning “giving.” A ceremonial event traditional to First Nations of the Northwest Coast, it includes feasting, speeches, singing, dancing, storytelling and the distribution of gifts to the attendees. Potlatches often mark special occasions such as a marriage, birth, death, bestowing of a name or passing-​down of a Chieftainship. These events are an important connection between Clans and nations, and a statement of honour and acknowledgement.

			Laws were often discussed and validated at a Potlatch, and the Chief who held the gathering exhibited his established place in the hierarchy. The European arrivals could not understand the Potlatch. They came from a society of showing wealth by accumulating as much as possible. At a Potlatch, the Chief’s giving of gifts emphasized his generosity, wealth and power. The recipients were considered beholden to the Chief, and visiting Chiefs would in turn work at accumulating more wealth so they could hold their own Potlatch and give even greater gifts. The guests were not supposed to decline the gifts.

			In 1884, the Canadian government banned Potlatches in an amendment to the 1876 Indian Act. The ban came into effect in 1885, with the government decrying Potlatches as pagan, wasteful and immoral. It became a criminal offence to hold or attend a Potlatch. This ban was not easily enforced on the west coast of Vancouver Island, where Harry Guillod noted widespread resistance by local First Nations. Guillod disagreed with the government’s stance that Potlatches were wasteful, reporting that “all carry away what they cannot eat.”10 Many west coast traders also did not want Potlatches banned, as the First Nations bought numerous items to give away to attendees.

			The banning of Potlatches fit with the government agenda to assimilate the First Nations. As Bob Joseph explains in 21 Things You May Not Know About the Indian Act, “Almost three generations grew up deprived of the cultural fabric of their ancestors.”11

			In 1951, the ban was lifted. By then, much damage had been done. Many significant cultural items were stolen by colonialists, which was disastrous to a society whose culture depends greatly on the passing down of names, songs, dances and stories, and also of artwork created with traditional designs.
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					Guests arriving for a Potlatch near Hitacu. Royal BC Museum
				
			This happened not only at Potlatches, but on a much wider scale. Treasured items were either stolen or “bought” for a minor token. In 1893, Harry Guillod collected First Nations cultural materials to send to the Chicago World’s Fair.12

			A Victoria newspaper reported in 1900 that individuals from a Chicago museum and the museum of the University of Pennsylvania were “touring the Pacific Coast collecting Indian curios for their respective museums.”13 Anthropologist Franz Boas, US Navy explorers Albert Niblack and George Emmons, and others provided the taken artwork to collectors worldwide. British botanist and ethnographic researcher C.F. Newcombe put together a massive collection at the provincial museum in Victoria.

			Such expropriation, by individuals and by institutions, had a devastating impact on First Nations cultures. As of today, taken items are gradually being returned to their rightful places, but it is a long, slow process.

			Moving Forward

			Surviving the catastrophic effects of colonialism has required strength and resilience on the part of Indigenous Peoples. In 1983, the modern treaty process began with lengthy negotiations between First Nations, British Columbia and Canada. In 2001, when the Nuu-​chah-​nulth Tribal Council agreed on a treaty proposal in principle, six nations rejected it. Five others, including Ucluelet and Toquaht First Nations, formed a group in 2004 called the Maa-​nulth First Nations, meaning “villages along the coast.” The Maa-​nulth group approached the BC and Canadian governments for further negotiation, and the resultant treaty was ratified in 2009. The Maa-​nulth Treaty took effect on April 1, 2011.

			Vi Mundy, then Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ elected Chief, worked hard on the treaty process and said she cried when it was signed. Her husband Bob Mundy’s first reaction was surprise, and he stated: “We did it. Long days, long weeks, long years.”14 Anne Mack, Hereditary Chief of the t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ, described how hard it was during treaty negotiations to see her father, then Chief Bert Mack, asking the Canadian government for land that was rightfully already Toquaht land. She went on to express how good it felt to reclaim large portions of their land, and to move forward.15

			With the treaty signing came the challenge of implementation and adjustments. The t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ now has water plants and a water treatment program for three hundred homes at m̓aʔaquuʔa (Macoah). The nation runs businesses such as the Secret Beach Campground and Kayak Launch, and the Toquaht Forestry Company, which has a timber mill and sawmill.

			Ucluelet First Nation initiatives include Wya Point Resort, a campground and bike tour and rental business at the Ucluelet–Port Alberni highway junction, Thornton Motel in Ucluelet, and a logging enterprise.

			The Ucluelet First Nation website documents that one of their mandates is “to promote education and community programs that enhance Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ and Nuu-​chah-​nulth identity.” This is done in a variety of ways. One significant step was the building of a “mini big house” at Hitacu. This traditional cedar structure provides a cultural and healing space. At the inaugural walk-​through and song celebration for the building in 2021, Elder Marjorie Touchie spoke about its significance, saying it brought back childhood memories of being in a traditional big house. She said it was impossible to describe to children what it was really like, but now they would be able to experience it themselves: “The sense of feeling…like the safety and the teaching…The complete love and respect that we got in those rooms from the elders.”16 The design fronting the house is by artist Jackelyn Williams, who grew up in Hitacu. Her design incorporates a Thunderbird on a whale hunt, as well as a wolf, and depicts powerfulness, wellness, prosperity and connection to the land. The artist stated that the building helps signify that their history is still relevant, and spoke of the connectedness one may feel when entering such sacred spaces.17

			Traditional teachings are an important part of cultural revival. In 2014, the Warrior Program for young men was formed in Hitacu, under the leadership of Jay Millar and Ray Haipee. Debbie Mundy was instrumental in bringing the practical learning model to Hitacu. This program focuses on instilling respect, responsibility and discipline, and incorporates learning traditional skills. James Walton, who took over leadership of the group, described it as a safe place to grow and heal.

			A Warriors group for young women, girls and Two-Spirited People was subsequently formed, and also focuses on cultural practices.

			In 2018, Tla-o-qui-​aht master carver Joe Martin led a team of seven, including Ucluelet First Nation citizens, in the creation of a ten-​metre cedar canoe at Hitacu. Joe Martin stated he was there to teach, and that “carving a canoe is actually a service to our culture.”18

			The completed canoe was shared with the Hitacu community in 2019, during culture week, and President Chuck McCarthy did the official cutting of a woven cedar ribbon. Many events continue to take place at both Hitacu and Macoah, nurturing and reviving the culture.

			Language preservation and revitalization

			Both Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ (Ucluelet First Nation) and t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ (Toquaht First Nation) speak the West Barkley dialect, and much work continues to revive and preserve the language.

			One of the many destructive results of residential schools was the near eradication of Indigenous languages. Anthropologist Edward Sapir visited the Ucluelet area in the early 1920s to study their dialect, calling it one of the “Aht” languages. In 1949, Morris Swadesh, who worked with Sapir, visited respected Elder Charles McCarthy at Hitacu and presented him with a phonetically based book published in 1939 by Sapir and Swadesh called Nootka Texts, based on material learned from First Nations people of the Barkley Sound area.

			Barbara Touchie was a strong force in preserving the Barkley dialect. Her father was from Toquaht and her mother Ucluelet. Barbara was born in 1931 and grew up in a home where no English was spoken, and their language was very much alive. When Barbara married Samuel Touchie, Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ Territory became her home.

			Barbara worked with several linguists in the 1990s to create a written language for their spoken one. This led to an alphabet consisting of forty-​four letters and symbols. Barbara’s daughter Vi Mundy recalled that her mother did not use a word processor, but instead wrote everything out, sometimes on paper napkins. Vi then typed out her mother’s materials. A German friend, anthropologist Henry Kammler, worked with Barbara on creating a dictionary. Others contributing to the language preservation include Marge Touchie and Dr. Bernice Touchie. Vi Mundy explained that their language is a “living language” because new words are sometimes created for items (for example, a refrigerator) for which they originally had no word.

			Elders who spoke the West Barkley dialect and shared their knowledge included Rose Cootes (née McCarthy), Sarah Tutube and Louise Roberts, wife of former Hereditary Chief Wilson Roberts. Bob Mundy, husband of Barbara Touchie’s eldest daughter Vi, also shared knowledge of the language, partly by mentoring youth. Although Bob attended the day school at Ucluelet East, where the students had to speak English, his mother Gertie spoke only the First Nations language at home. Bob was an only child, and he has theorized that he retained the language because he spent so much time with his mother. When Bob passed away in 2024, he was one of the few remaining Elders who spoke the language. Vi, who passed away the same year, had co-ordinated language learning opportunities.

			Barbara Touchie, mother of fifteen children, left a great legacy of extended family. Some say she handed the torch on to the younger generation. Two of her granddaughters, Samantha and Jeneva, work at speaking and writing the language. Samantha has translated children’s books into the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ language. On a Zoom workshop, Jeneva said: “Our language is history that enables us to connect to our ancestors and guides us in our futures.”19 The work continues through the dedication and motivation of Barb’s grandchildren and others.

			The Toquaht Nation’s Language Program, under the leadership of language/culture co-ordinator Gale Johnsen, also promotes learning and preservation. Significant progress continues to be made, including the development of a Language Learning website, and the writing and production of eight children’s books.

			A young man who has been a driving force behind the preservation of the nuučaan̓uł language is Timmy Masso. Timmy is a member of the Tla-o-qui-​aht First Nation and a resident of Ucluelet. His passion for the language started early; in Grade Four, he took a university-​level language class, followed by another in Grade Five. In Grade Eight, Timmy gained permission to teach the nuučaan̓uł language to his classmates.

			In 2016, his impromptu speech to the Assembly of First Nations meeting in Victoria helped spark the Nuu-​chah-​nulth Language Proficiency Certificate program. Despite his young age, Timmy graduated from the inaugural program offered by North Island College in Port Alberni. This qualified him to be a teaching assistant for Nuu-​chah-​nulth classes at west coast schools. After graduating from Ucluelet Secondary School in 2021, he went on to earn a teaching degree by age nineteen, and continues to work to preserve the Nuu-​chah-​nulth language.

			Repatriation of Treasured Belongings

			There was much cause for celebration when, in 2020, taken artifacts came home to Hitacu. Citizens and Elders of the community gathered as a truck appeared out of dense morning fog, transporting items being returned from the Canadian Museum of History in Gatineau, Quebec. Jeneva Touchie offered a welcoming prayer. This repatriation event followed a long process requiring considerable patience and hard work from Samantha Touchie, with support from Carey Cunneyworth, the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ government’s director of culture and heritage. The initial shipment of thirteen items was followed the next year by sixteen more, welcomed by the community and a drumming prayer from Lindsay McCarthy.

			Neighbouring Communities

			In and around the village of Ucluelet, steps are being taken to share the history of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ. Signage at Terrace Beach relates how it was used as a safe landing and storage space for large ocean-​going canoes. Below an Elder tree on the Spring Cove Trail, a sign pays homage to Barbara Touchie and family, “celebrating the partnerships that continue to enhance understanding of traditional wisdom.” And in front of the former Chamber of Commerce office, an unfinished dugout canoe was displayed, with a sign describing how the canoe was carved more than two hundred years before. The canoe was on loan to the District of Ucluelet, and arrangements were made in the summer of 2023 to relocate it to hitac̓u, because of its high cultural importance.

			On October 13, 2020, Ucluelet First Nation President Charles McCarthy presented Mayor Mayco Noel and the Council of the District of Ucluelet with the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ flag. As President McCarthy explained, the flag represents the independence of the Ucluelet First Nation, and the flag-​raising ceremony demonstrated the positive relationship between the two neighbouring communities.

			July 2022 saw new street signs bearing Nuu-​chah-​nulth and English names unveiled in Ucluelet. Jeneva Touchie explained that “only nouns that are familiar to who we are and where we live can be translated.”20 Roughly half of existing street names in Ucluelet were then nouns, and were to be updated with new bilingual signage. Nuu-​chah-​nulth signs can also be found in the Ucluelet Co-op and in Ucluelet schools.

			Education

			A key component of moving forward includes education. On September 30, 2023, Canada’s National Day for Truth and Reconciliation, I attended a presentation at Ucluelet Secondary School. As I walked through the halls of the newly renovated school, I reflected on my experience as a student there in the 1960s. When I attended, the Canadian history curriculum did not address the damaging practices and effects of colonialism. This omission was a huge loss for the entire school population and must have been especially galling to my First Nations fellow students.

			Later, when I worked in the elementary school and then the high school, from the mid-​1980s on, changes were under way. Nuu-​chah-​nulth Tribal Council education worker Linda Marshall taught the students beading and cedar weaving. Barbara Touchie visited classes regularly to teach the local Nuu-​chah-​nulth language.

			More progress happened when Ucluelet Secondary School staff member Karen Severinson proposed the carving of a totem pole. This was done as a learning project under the tutelage of master carver Clifford George. Much of the work was done by then student Hjalmer Wenstob, who is now a celebrated Nuu-​chah-​nulth artist with a gallery workshop on the Ucluelet waterfront. In June 2010, the pole was raised with celebration and pride in front of the school. When the new secondary school was built, the pole was relocated near the front doorway. At the grand unveiling, Hjalmer Wenstob explained its significance on behalf of Clifford George. First Nations art on the doors and windows of the new school was created by artist and former Ucluelet Secondary School student Jackelyn Williams, in collaboration with Elder Rose Wilson.

			Youth-​led reconciliation projects displayed at the school on National Truth and Reconciliation Day are inspiring. Guided by innovative teachers, students write original and empathetic poetry, design and print original T-shirts focusing on reconciliation and healing, and create projects on the Truth and Reconciliation Commission’s ninety-​four Calls to Action, investigating the progress of implementation. The school partners with the Clayoquot Biosphere Trust and the Legacy of Hope Foundation. Jason Sam, the trust’s program co-ordinator, is “consistently impressed with the reverence the students give to the subject.”21

			The BC Ministry of Education took a step forward by making it mandatory for students to complete at least four credits of Indigenous-​focused coursework for high school graduation. This initiative, the first in Canada, was implemented for students graduating in the 2023–24 school year.

			As conversations on truth and reconciliation continue, the need to heal remains. As a descendant of settlers, it is not my right to assess the present standing of reconciliation. I write with an attitude of respect for First Nations, and an awareness that I do not have their perspective. I will continue to educate myself. Tla-o-qui-​aht Elder Dr. Barney Williams, a renowned healer and therapist, emphasizes that all people should listen and take what they hear to heart.22

		
	
		
			 Chapter 4 The Fur Trade

			Explorers, while seeking adventure and uncharted territory, were always on the lookout for riches. In 1778, when Captain Cook arrived at the village of Yuquot, Nootka Sound, on the west coast of Vancouver Island, he traded for furs. Among those furs were sea otter pelts. Cook never knew he had acquired a treasure trove. By the time his expedition arrived in Canton (now Guangzhou), Cook had been killed in the Hawaiian Islands. But the crew soon discovered the Chinese would pay a goodly sum for the glossy pelts. Thus began the craze for “soft gold.” Members of the Cook expedition, keen to make more money, wanted to head right back to Nootka. News spread fast. In the words of author-​historian Beth Hill, “It was like a coin dropped on the pavement of the world. All eyes swivelled to the North Pacific and many men considered how they could get a share of the vast wealth to be won by selling otter pelts to the Chinese.”1

			The sea otter (scientific name Enhydra lutris as of 1922) has a thick lustrous coat ranging in colour from reddish to dark brown to black. The mammals have no blubber, and so they rely on their extremely dense fur to keep warm. The sea otter can grow up to one and a half metres long and weigh up to forty-​five kilograms. The luxurious fur was a status symbol to wealthy Mandarins. Traders frequently exchanged the pelts for tea, silk and porcelain to take back to Europe.

			Up to sixty ships ultimately went to Nootka, often trading over the side of the ships when Nuu-​chah-​nulth hunters pulled alongside in their canoes. In a Daily Colonist article published on September 21, 1969, West Coast historian George Nicholson estimated from traders’ journals that 225,000 pelts were taken between 1785 and 1810, for sale in China and on Boston and European markets.

			Greed led to the near-​extinction of the sea otter. Finally, in 1911, action was taken. Great Britain (for Canada), Japan, Russia and the US signed an international treaty prohibiting hunting of North Pacific sea otters and fur seals.

			Overhunting of the sea otter affected nature’s fine balance. They were successfully reintroduced to the West Coast, again changing the ecosystem. Massive kelp forests began thriving, because sea urchins, once destroyers of the kelp, were being consumed in large numbers by the sea otters. (Sadly, kelp forests are struggling again, this time because of warming sea temperatures.) Although sea otter populations have rebounded, they are still considered an endangered species because of low numbers in some areas.

			Sealing

			Having decimated the sea otter population, traders turned their attention to the fur seal. The Nuu-​chah-​nulth used seals for food and clothing, and soon found seal pelts were a valuable trading commodity. In Ucluelet, Captain Charles Stuart ran a short-​lived trading post. Captains William Spring and Peter Francis partnered in a longer-​lasting, more lucrative enterprise.

			The First Nations hunters paddled their dugouts thirty to fifty kilometres offshore, to the seals’ feeding grounds. They were highly skilled at this dangerous work. The season spanned from January to the end of June, encompassing some extremely rough weather.

			In the 1860s, Spring and Francis started transporting hunters and their canoes from Ucluelet out to the sealing grounds. The nuučaan̓uł men hunted all day with spears and harpoons, then returned to the schooner to process the pelts. This method was intended to be more efficient, and safer for the hunters. The seals were skinned on board, and the furs preserved in salt. Fourteen schooners practised pelagic sealing by 1882, with captains vying to hire the best Indigenous hunters.2

			Victoria thrived as a sealing trade base. In 1881, a live seal was on display in Victoria: “A fine specimen of a fur seal was brought up alive and may be seen at Levy’s restaurant.”3

			The publications of the day teemed with sealing news. The Daily Colonist of April 22, 1885, reported West Coast Indigenous hunters were on strike, demanding an increase from three to five dollars per skin, with business owners saying they couldn’t afford it. In May of the same year, the average number of sealskins per ship was four hundred, although Captain McLean, in command of Spring’s schooner, the Favourite, had brought in eighteen hundred the previous year. By 1895, Victoria was considered the world sealing headquarters, with a fleet of sixty-​five schooners. Roughly $500,000 came into port each year.4

			In 1900, the Colonist reported that the Nuu-​chah-​nulth hunters, wanting a fair share of profits, asked sealers for seven dollars per skin. Storekeepers paid up to fourteen dollars per skin when they sold to them directly. By 1901, West Coast sealing schooners were having trouble hiring First Nations hunters owing to the lack of pay increases.

			Then schooners started taking hunters all the way up to the Bering Sea, where four countries competed in the seal hunt. As with the sea otters, the seal population was decimated. Thankfully, they also gained protection when the 1911 international treaty was signed.

			The Daily Colonist of June 1, 1913, under the headline “The Passing of Victoria’s Most Romantic Industry,” waxed eloquent over the end of pelagic sealing. The article described “a great fleet of aging vessels” anchored in Victoria Harbour as owners awaited compensation for loss of income.

			Sealing continued along Vancouver Island’s west coast. Captain Charles Spring, son of Captain William Spring, commented on the use of firearms, saying he “had no doubt as to the superiority of guns over spears,” but admitted that several seals were wounded and not recovered. He also said Indigenous hunters were against the use of firearms as they frightened the seals away,5 later adding that “to a considerable extent, their idea proved correct.”6

			In Ucluelet, Edwin Lee, proprietor of Lee’s General Store, traded with First Nations hunters for sealskins. In 1928, the Governor General of Canada, Lord Willingdon, and his wife visited Ucluelet on the inaugural voyage of the Princess Norah. Lord Willingdon was so enthralled by Lee’s description of preserving sealskins for shipment that he clambered into a bin full of them for a closer look.

			As coastal sealing continued during the first half of the twentieth century, the seal population dwindled. After commercial sealing was banned in 1970, seal and sea lion populations eventually rose to a record high, raising concerns about negative effects on salmon stock recovery. The discussion continues.

			Charles and Frances Barkley

			Ucluelet Harbour opens into Barkley Sound, a body of water covering approximately 525 square kilometres. The sound is exposed to the tumultuous seas and rolling swells of the open Pacific.

			Barkley Sound was originally given the Indigenous name of Nitinat Sound. In the early days, it was referred to as an archipelago, owing to its large number of islands. On a 1791 map based on Spanish exploration, the sound is labelled “Archipielago de Nitinat o Carrasco.” Ucluelet and the nearby area is shown as “Boca de Canaveral.” Ucluelet Inlet is not on the map.7

			Captain Charles William Barkley named Barkley Sound after himself upon arriving in 1787 aboard the British trading vessel Imperial Eagle. (The sound was incorrectly labelled “Barclay Sound” on some early charts.) Captain Barkley was a commanding figure, but his young wife Frances captured more attention.

			Charles had first set eyes upon seventeen-​year-​old Frances Hornby Trevor in Ostend, Belgium. After a whirlwind courtship and hasty marriage, they sailed aboard the Imperial Eagle on Friday, November 24, 1786, bound for the Northwest Coast of North America in search of soft gold. Frances Barkley kept a diary, providing gripping details about her travels, including wild weather, her husband’s illnesses and unwanted attention from crew members.

			They arrived at Nootka in June 1787, likely with relief, “the day previously to making the land a dreadful storm from the south-​east having been encountered.”8 Aboard the first trading ship of the season to arrive, they successfully acquired eight hundred luxurious sea otter pelts. The Nuu-​chah-​nulth were no doubt taken aback to see Frances, not only purported to be the first European woman on the Northwest Coast, but also with a flowing mane of red-​gold hair. Her maid Winee was said to be the first Hawaiian to arrive on that coast.

			Trade went well, but Captain Barkley decided to leave Nootka soon after two British ships arrived. Their captains were disgruntled because Barkley’s ship had taken so many pelts. They also quickly figured out the Imperial Eagle was bypassing the requisite British licensing system. Charles left hastily, but information about illegal trading would follow him to his destination.

			Sailing south from Nootka, they came upon a large sound that Frances later noted was named Wickaninnish’s Sound, after a Chief of “great authority.”9 It is now called Clayoquot Sound, after the Tla-o-qui-​aht Nation of that area.

			Continuing southward, they reached the large body of water Charles named Barkley Sound. He also named the three main channels in the sound: Loudon Channel, Imperial Eagle Channel and Trevor Channel (after his wife’s maiden name). Barkley named Hornby Peak after his wife, and Cape Beale after the ship’s purser.

			After leaving Barkley Sound, Barkley “rediscovered” Juan de Fuca Strait, and charted it. It had been “discovered” in 1592 by Juan de Fuca (a Greek man who was actually named Apostolos Valerianos, exploring on behalf of New Spain).10 Captain Cook had emphatically denied the existence of the strait.

			Captain Barkley carried on down the coast into what is now Washington state, trading for more furs, until a tragic incident occurred. Six crew members, including the purser, disappeared while ashore seeking trading opportunities. The ship’s search party found nothing but bloodied clothing. Captain Barkley ended the trading venture then and there, named the site Destruction Island and Destruction River, and left for China.

			From North America, the Imperial Eagle crossed the Pacific, arriving at Macao in December 1787. Word of their gains travelled afar. The Baltimore Gazette of August 20, 1790, reported them leaving Nootka “with a cargo of nearly 700 prime sea-​otter skins and above 100 of an inferior quality…the price put on them was 30,000 dollars.”11 In Macao they sold their cargo for the projected 30,000 Spanish dollars, gleaning a substantial profit. At their next port, Calcutta, the tides suddenly turned on Charles Barkley’s career.

			The two British ships encountered in Nootka had sent news to England about the Imperial Eagle’s unlicensed fur trade. When the East India Company threatened legal action, the backers of Barkley’s venture broke his contract. They sold the ship out from under him, and his possessions as well. Many of Captain Barkley’s belongings, including his charts and records of the voyage, fell into the hands of Captain John Meares. Meares later falsely claimed many of Barkley’s accomplishments as his own. Frances wrote: “Capt. Meares…with the greatest effrontery, published and claimed the merit of my husband’s discoveries…besides inventing lies of the most revolting nature tending to vilify the person he thus pilfered.”12 Others, including captains Haswell and Dixon, also accused Meares of lying and stealing. Chief Maquinna of the Mowachaht Nation played a key role in the fur trade, and called Captain Meares “Aita-​aita Meares,” which means “the lying Meares.”13

			Luckily for us, Frances wrote that and so much more. In her later years, she referenced her diary while writing a memoir called Reminiscences. And more luck ensued when author Beth Hill discovered the thin notebook of Reminiscences in the BC Archives and used it as a base for her fascinating 1978 book The Remarkable World of Frances Barkley.

			Captain Charles Stuart

			Captain Stuart arrived in Ucluelet early in 1860 and established his own trading post at a small bay called hac̓aaqis, near the mouth of Ucluelet Harbour. The site was adjacent to the present village of hitac̓u, and in typical colonial fashion of the time, became known as Stuart Bay. Stuart’s time in Ucluelet was brief and controversial.

			Previously employed by the Hudson’s Bay Company, Stuart had been officer-in-charge of their trading post in Nanaimo. He also served there as local magistrate and was known to mete out harsh punishment. He was discharged from the HBC position in 1859 because of “chronic drunkenness.”14

			When Stuart arrived in Ucluelet aboard the schooner Victoria Packett in early 1860, the news spread quickly. Eddy Banfield paddled twenty-​four kilometres by canoe across the open waters of Barkley Sound to greet the new settler and introduce him to the local First Nations people. Banfield was then Indian agent at Bamfield, and Captain Stuart was to be the Indian agent at “Euculet.”15

			Stuart soon gained notoriety on the coast. In December 1860, the Peruvian brigantine Florencia went on the rocks approximately eight kilometres west of Amphitrite Point, and Stuart quickly tried to profit from the catastrophe.

			He rushed to the site, pressuring the crew to sell the vessel at once. As the only stranger there, his bid of $100 was accepted by the first mate, despite protests from the rest of the crew. Stuart thought he had himself a bargain, but others begged to differ. Insurance underwriter Captain Edward Hammond King soon arrived from Victoria and declared the sale null and void. King then set sail home on board the schooner Saucy Lass, with his brother and several friends. Also aboard was none other than Captain Charles Stuart.

			The ship cruised through Barkley Sound, where the passengers enjoyed fishing and hunting. Tragedy struck as King and a friend hauled up their canoe on a nearby island to hunt mink. King accidentally shot himself, with a whole charge of buckshot passing through his torso into his left shoulder and nearly tearing off his arm. Back on the ship, King told Stuart, “Oh, I’ve only blown my arm off.”

			After three days aboard the Saucy Lass, twenty-​nine-​year-​old King succumbed to his injuries. In a letter, Banfield questioned why King “remained three days in the miserable little vessel.”16 Captain Stuart stated at the inquest that a gale had prevented them from transporting King by canoe to Victoria for medical aid.

			Several years later, Captain Charles Stuart also met his demise. By then, he had a ranch on the Qualicum River but still went to sea. A notice in the Daily Colonist stated, “This company, Sangster island Copper Co. has chartered the sloop Red Rover to convey miners and material to the promising mine recently discovered by Capt. Stuart.”17

			Stuart fell ill with bronchitis off Sangster Island in December 1863, and died there aboard the Red Rover at the age of forty-​six. He is buried in the old cemetery in Nanaimo, BC. Despite what could be called a chequered career, Stuart had five places named for him: Stuart Bay in Ucluelet Harbour, Stuart Anchorage, Stuart Bight, Stuart Channel and Stuart Point.

			Captain William Spring

			William Spring was born in October 1831 in Libau, Latvia, to a Russian mother and a Scottish father. Libau, as the only ice-​free port on the Baltic, was one of Russia’s busiest ports. William’s father worked there as a civil engineer for a railway company. Shortly after William’s birth, the family moved to Scotland.

			William left home at sixteen, choosing a life at sea. He arrived in Victoria, BC, from Hawaii via San Francisco in 1853, aboard the schooner Honolulu Packet.

			The enterprising young William sold supplies to gold-​rush enthusiasts in Bella Coola, then ran a cooperage in Sooke, BC. Next, he acquired a fleet of sailing ships with partner Hugh McKay, trading from Washington state up to Alaska.

			In 1864, Spring joined forces with Peter Francis, and together they established a trading station at Port San Juan on the west coast of Vancouver Island. More trading posts followed, including at Copper Island (Tzartus), Pachena River, Dodger Cove and Ucluelet.

			The Ucluelet trading post was on the west side of the harbour mouth at Spring Cove, strategically located with open ocean access. The Indigenous name for the site, Hinapiis, means “land between two pieces of water.” It is said Captain Spring acquired it from the Ucluelet First Nation in trade for a barrel of molasses.18

			Captains Spring and Francis included Hugh McKay in their enterprise, pursuing the lucrative seal trade under the name Wm. Spring and Company. Their fleet of sailing ships were in use year-​round, sealing during the summer, then transporting freight and trading the rest of the year. The partners also cured salmon for the growing trade with Hawaii.
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					The sealing station and trading post at Spring Cove, circa 1892. UAHS Archives
				
			The Favourite

			One of Spring’s best-​known ships was an eighty-​one-​ton schooner of French design. The “stoutly-​built” ship with an elliptical stern was built by Smith Burr, one of BC’s first boatbuilders. She was then named the Favourite and launched in Sooke in 1868. Spring put her to work as a trading vessel. She took fish, shingles, liquor and iron to Hawaii, returning with sugar, molasses and fruit. She took coal and lumber to Mexico, returning to Victoria with California redwood.

			In 1873, Spring decided to try the Favourite for sealing. She became “one of the longest-​serving and most successful in the sealing fleet.”19 Local newspapers publicized her successes, including the time Captain Spring brought almost two thousand sealskins into Victoria.20

			William died in March of 1884 at the age of fifty-​three. Cause of death was described in his obituary as a disease causing paralysis that started with numbness in his feet and spread throughout his body. Charles left behind his wife, Susan Ciama Skiapizet, daughter of a Salish Chief. He was also survived by five of their seven children. His son Charles took over the sealing business, partnering with Peter Francis and continuing with the family business for many years. In 1912, he suggested the cove in Ucluelet be named Spring Cove, after his father.21

			Captain Peter Francis

			Francis Island lies at the southwest corner of the entrance to Ucluelet Harbour, close to Spring Cove. The island is named for early trader Captain Peter Francis, long-​time partner of Captain William Spring. Originally named Round Island, it was renamed in 1912 at the suggestion of Charles Spring.

			There are conflicting records regarding Captain Peter Francis’s place and date of birth. One record states he was born in 1828 in the small French fishing village of Plouézec, and christened Pierre Marie Perron. The 1881 Canadian census shows him born in Jersey in the Channel Islands in 1828. His death record says he was born in the Bailiwick of Jersey in 1826.

			He arrived on Vancouver Island around 1850, and by 1855 was going by the name of Peter Francis, although many First Nations people called him “Pike.”

			Francis was a Roman Catholic with ties to the coastal Catholic missions. When he started trading in the mid-1850s, it was mainly for dogfish, which was used for oil in sawmill machinery. Dogfish oil was also exported to England. The First Nations traded the oil for molasses, blankets, fabric, beads and other items. Francis spoke the languages of the West Coast tribes and reportedly had mainly positive trading interactions.

			A letter dated July 17, 1855, to James Douglas, governor of Vancouver Island, stated Captain Francis had been trading on the west coast of the island for the previous twelve months, adding that “Mr. Francis has had ample means of ascertaining, the tribes from Port San Juan to Clayoquout [sic] accurately.”22 Francis describes “You cluel yet” as “a pretty little cove, when entered a mere reef of rocks outside, with a little piece of clear land about 2 miles from the village. We have not ascertained anything in the shape of minerals nor anything that would warrant Colonization.”

			He goes on to say: “You cluel yet is situated on the Head land which forms the Northern extremity of ‘Nettinet Sound’ the total population is about 350. We have judged about 100 warriors. Our impressions from the experience of frequent visits, is that they are not too courteous.”23

			Although Francis had stores up and down the coast, his main residence and trading post were in Ucluelet, in partnership with William Spring. The two men initially competed in the trading of oil and furs, but after joining forces in 1864, they remained partners for twenty years.

			By 1871, there was great demand for seal fur to make the fashionable hats so popular in large European and American cities. Francis and Spring added three more schooners to their fleet. In the late 1870s, a few schooners were converted to steam power, but Francis and Spring considered their business as thriving under sail. By 1883, sealing was vastly changed. As steam-​driven ships went sealing and guns replaced harpoons, seal populations were decimated.

			Throughout his years on the West Coast, Captain Francis considered Ucluelet his home. Spring dealt with most of the business at their Victoria headquarters, but Francis made occasional trips there as well.

			On one of these trips, he met Cecelia Billings, whose father was a British cooper and mother a member of the Klallam First Nation. Forty-​six-​year-​old Peter married sixteen-​year-​old Cecelia in Victoria’s St. Andrew’s Cathedral, in August 1874. Francis brought his new bride home to Ucluelet. Also aboard the Surprise were the Catholic missionaries Father Augustin Joseph Brabant and Bishop Charles Seghers. Captain Francis celebrated the marriage by drinking heavily, inspiring a crew member to hide all the liquor. Brabant wrote that it was great fun to watch as the skipper searched the vessel for the missing alcohol, and then accused the clerics of concealing it.

			En route to Ucluelet, as the ship attempted a stop at Spring’s store near Pachena, Francis “was far from being sober” and the ship struck a sandbar at full speed. Father Brabant wrote: “The Channel had shifted, or rather our Captain was out of his reckonings through whiskey!”24 Local storekeeper Neils Moos came aboard and got the Surprise off the sandbar. The ship reached Ucluelet without further mishaps. One wonders what sixteen-​year-​old Cecelia thought of her introduction to marriage.

			Once settled in Ucluelet, Cecelia ran the trading post when her husband was away. Their four children were born in Ucluelet and baptized in the Roman Catholic faith.

			Captain Francis fell from the mast of one of his ships while showing a sailor how to properly set sails. He was taken to St. Joseph’s Hospital in Victoria, where, two months later, on April 30, 1885, he succumbed to his injuries, which had been further complicated by heart disease. He was fifty-​seven years of age.

			Cecelia remarried eight months later, after moving to Seattle with their three surviving children. When second husband James Mitchell passed away, she married George Roberts. Cecelia outlived all three husbands, passing away in 1928 at the age of seventy.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 5 Of Whales and Whaling

			Whales are tied to the spiritual and cultural values of the Nuu-​chah-​nulth people, who sustainably hunted ʔiiḥtuup (whales) for thousands of years. Nuu-​chah-​nulth whaling was done with acknowledgement and gratitude, and an understanding of the need to maintain a balance with nature.

			The Nuu-​chah-​nulth people hunted m̕aaʔak (grey whales) as they passed along the west coast on their spring migration. They sometimes hunted the greys on their winter migration south, but this involved paddling farther offshore in wilder weather. They also hunted humpbacks, which could be found year-​round in the Barkley Sound region.

			First Nations whale hunters followed meticulous physical and spiritual preparations, including cleansing rituals. They then travelled far offshore in a whaling canoe, typically between eight and eleven metres long.1 There were usually between six and twelve crew members in a canoe, including the harpooner in charge of the hunt, who was traditionally the Chief. Smaller canoes commanded by younger kin of rank often accompanied the main canoe. The heavy harpoon staff, usually made from two lengths of yew or fir wood scarfed and bound together, had a harpoon head made of a large, sharp mussel shell attached between two antlers or bone barbs.2 The harpoon was attached to a long line made from deer sinew or rope made from cedar or spruce-​root. Sealskin floats were spaced along the line. The floats had mouthpieces attached for inflation, and uninflated floats were carried aboard the canoes as spares. When whales were harpooned, the floats prevented them from diving underwater. Once a whale was exhausted, the hunters moved in with their short spears for the kill.

			The pursuit and killing of the whale was a long and dangerous process. After the whale died, one of the crew dove in and cut a hole through the upper lip and the jaw, tying the mouth shut to prevent water from filling the whale carcass and sinking it.3
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					nuučaan̓uł people harvesting a whale carcass at Ucluelet. UAHS Archives
				
			Then the hunters had the arduous task of towing the whale to shore, singing as they paddled. Their return was cause for celebration, as the whale carcass was divided up and shared among the people, with portions distributed in order of rank. Ceremonies featured special songs honouring the whale. The Nuu-​chah-​nulth harvested only what they needed and did so with appreciation and respect.

			All that changed with the arrival of European whaling technology and attitudes. It was a sign of things to come when Samuel Foyn of Norway visited Victoria in 1898, with the message “I am convinced that your waters are rich in whales.”4 Foyn, nephew of the inventor of the shot harpoon, advocated the use of steam vessels and harpoon guns. He promoted whaling as an enterprise, saying, “In spite of numerous temptations, I will never do anything else but whale. I live on the excitement and the big chances of rich reward.”5 Foyn also said it would not matter if whaling was based in Vancouver or Victoria, “as a whaler is seldom in port. His home is on the sea.”6

			Commercial whaling began on the west coast of Vancouver Island in 1905, when three men established the Victoria Whaling Company under a nine-​year licence. Brothers Reuben and Sprott Balcom, along with their partner Captain Grant, were based in Victoria. Their company was also referred to as the Pacific Whaling Company. They set up four whaling stations. The first, at Sechart in Barkley Sound, opened in September 1905.

			Sechart is named after the c̓išaaʔatḥ (Tseshaht First Nation), whose Traditional Territory was in Barkley Sound. The name c̓išaaʔatḥ relates to their skill as whalers.7 As Nuu-​chah-​nulth whalers, they hunted the mammals sustainably and respectfully. This would not be the case with the new inhabitants of Sechart.

			Unable to find a vessel serving their purpose, the owners of the Victoria Whaling Company had a steam chaser boat called the Orion built in Norway. Between the steamboats and large harpoon cannons, the whales didn’t have a chance.
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					A whaling crew posing aboard their ship in Ucluelet Harbour. UAHS Archives
				
			A 1907 newspaper article described an incident involving one of the steamboats, the St. Lawrence, where “a bomb fired into a whale exploded while the mammal, which had dived, was directly beneath the vessel. The explosion, which killed the whale, shook the vessel severely, but did not damage her.” The article also recounted another instance where a big “sulphur-​bottomed whale towed the steam whaler for twenty-​five miles before he succumbed.”8

			Sechart was both a whaling station and a processing plant. Government rules decreed whale carcasses had to be processed and disposed of within a twenty-​four-​hour period. To accomplish this, the company purchased machinery designed by German engineer Ludwig Rissmuller, paying him with shares in the company.

			The business was initially considered a success, with large quantities of oil shipped to Glasgow and fertilizer to Honolulu. Japan purchased oil and whale meat. In 1908, these magnificent mammals were valued at between $400 and $800, with approximately thirty-​five barrels of oil pumped from each whale head.9 In 1909, one of the largest whales ever captured—more than twenty-​six metres in length—was harpooned in Barkley Sound and the carcass taken to Sechart.
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					SS Tees docked at Sechart in 1910, having transported members of the Vancouver Island Development League to view the whaling station. Wright Powitt photograph, Alberni Valley Museum
				
			The smell from Sechart was said to rival the sulphurous stench of the Alberni pulp and paper mill. One Alberni resident stated: “A whaling station really hums, in fact you can almost lean against the smell, when they are really going good.”10 En route back to Victoria, coastal steamers stopped at Sechart to load whale oil and fertilizer. Passengers who could handle the stench would disembark to observe the workings of the plant. There is a record of a young woman slipping in slime at the top of the whale chutes and sliding down into the water.11 Hopefully, someone loaned her dry clothing for the boat trip home!

			The coastal steamers sometimes offered whale meat on the shipboard menu, and the Victoria Whaling Company published a recipe booklet of twenty “tried and true” recipes for whale meat, including one for Sechart Salad.

			Scientific Study

			In July 1908, R.C. Andrews from the American Museum of Natural History Society of New York City came to the West Coast. His mission was to study Pacific whales and compare them with Atlantic whales. Andrews visited the whaling stations at Sechart and Kyuquot, and went out with the whalers, photographing whales “feeding, sporting, and being taken by the harpoon.”12 He busily recorded measurements of taken whales to compare with the Atlantic statistics he had amassed back in New York.

			While in Victoria, Andrews hosted an exhibition in Gorge Park, displaying a twenty-​six-​metre skeleton of a sulphur bottom whale (blue whale), reported to be the largest on show anywhere in the world. The whale had been killed off Vancouver Island’s west coast, having “made a tremendous fight for his life.”13 The newspaper exulted: “The tourist visiting our city will find something in Victoria which they cannot find anywhere in the world, and whoever wants to see the largest creatures of creation has to come to Victoria.”14

			An End to Whaling in Canada

			The whaling industry had its critics. A newspaper article in 1910 denounced the industry, stating that “the shot harpoon was invented in 1870 by Svend Foyn, a Norwegian, and is the most deadly and extraordinary weapon ever devised by man for the pursuit of helpless animals,” and went on to opine that “this revolting butchery…is carried on solely for the satisfaction of human greed, and apparently will be stopped only by the extinction of the yet remaining whales.”15 An article in the Vancouver Daily World on January 6, 1912, concurred, calling for restrictive measures before it was too late. Warnings were ignored. A 1918 newspaper article extolled whaling on the BC coast and described “modern-​day whale fishing” as an “exciting experience.” On an even more extreme note, the article stated: “It is wonderful to note the fatal effect of one of these explosive bombs in the body of such a huge animal.”16

			Given the prevailing attitude of greed and the technology for slaughter, whale numbers declined rapidly. Records show that between 1908 and 1917 Sechart processed 2,244 whales, most of which (1,869) were humpbacks.17 The owners, having virtually eliminated their “product,” cancelled their whaling licence for Sechart on February 20, 1918. The Cachalot station at Kyuquot closed in 1925.

			Vancouver Island Fisheries leased the buildings at Sechart for a herring packing plant. Then, in 1926, the Millerd Fish Packing Company bought the old Sechart whaling station to manufacture oil and fish meal from dogfish and pilchards.

			Whaling carried on after the Sechart station closed. The Province newspaper of September 20, 1918, reported great activity at the coastal whaling stations, with an exceptionally large catch. A brief note in the Province on December 20, 1918, stated: “The season’s catch of a coast whaling company is given as 999. It would have been foolish to leave the 999 to chase after one stray whale just to make a round number.”

			The Victoria Whaling Company shut down in 1943, which is considered the end of the first era of modern whaling in BC. The second era began after World War II. A BC Packers group continued whaling, shifting from oil and fertilizer production to edible whale meat export. It was not until 1946 that an international whaling convention, signed by Canada, established guidelines to protect the creatures. Because the Department of Fisheries had no jurisdiction beyond territorial waters, some whaling continued off BC’s shores. Several BC entrepreneurs bought up old whaling ships and equipment, but their attempts didn’t last long.

			In 1967, whaling finally ended on the West Coast. By then, BC companies had killed and processed approximately 25,000 whales. The destruction was catastrophic. At least 5,638 humpback whales were killed off British Columbia from 1908 to 1967, with the highest catches taking place before 1917.18 The North Pacific humpback came close to extinction but is now making a comeback. When a right whale was seen off Haida Gwaii in 2021, it was the first sighting in BC waters since 1951.

			Eugene Arima and Alan Hoover, in their 2011 book The Whaling People of the West Coast of Vancouver Island and Cape Flattery, write that the decimation of whale populations by the commercial whalers meant “the virtual death of traditional whaling by the Whaling People.” As the population numbers recovered, some First Nations made their case for regaining their traditional rights to harvest whales, which they saw as a means of sustaining both body and spirit, and as part of revitalization of their culture. On May 17, 1999, the Makah Tribe of Washington state harvested a grey whale. Their main opposition was from animal-​rights activists. In June 2024, the Makah were authorized to resume ceremonial and subsistence hunting of up to twenty-​five grey whales over a ten-​year period in US waters (two to three whales yearly) through a permit process.

			On Vancouver Island, the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ (Ucluelet) and t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ (Toquaht) were two of the five First Nations to sign the Maa-​nulth Treaty in 2006. In so doing, they gave up their right to hunt grey whales for twenty-​five years.

			Sechart Transformed

			The Sechart whaling station found new life as the site of a kayaking lodge. Owned by the Lady Rose Marine Group, it was run for many years by Henk Holten and Karey Monrufet, and was a delightful place to use as a base to kayak in the Broken Group Islands. My husband and I always felt that even though we were just hours from Ucluelet by boat, we were truly away from it all.

			Sechart Lodge was our ideal getaway, where we could paddle all day, then return to a hot shower, a delicious meal and a comfortable night’s sleep (with the bonus of visits from Putt-​Putt the cat). One memorable day, Henk ferried our group to the outer islands in the fog aboard his thirteen-​metre aluminum boat, the Karey M (named after his wife Karey). We had an epic paddle around islands in the fog, and a long paddle back to the lodge as the fog lifted.

			Paddling with Whales

			My kayaking years on the West Coast have brought treasured whale sightings. One day at Grice Bay, I kept what I deemed a respectful distance from several grey whales. One, unbeknownst to me, took a very long dive and emerged right beside my kayak. It then dove again, coming up on my other side. I rode the resulting mini-​tsunami with an exultant surge of adrenalin! Another time, after a group of us exited Ucluelet Harbour in our kayaks, heading towards Toquaht, the friend ahead of me stopped suddenly as what she had thought was a large rock surged upward in front of her. We detoured around the massive grey whale, landed on a nearby sandbar, and watched, mesmerized, as the grey fed while hugging the coastline.

			The purest magic of all happened at the end of one all-​day paddle in Barkley Sound. A humpback whale accompanied us back towards Sechart Lodge. Once we were out of our kayaks and on deck, the massive mammal proceeded with an exuberant show of diving and breaching. At Sechart, once the site of a whale processing plant, this display was pure joy to behold.

			When Brooke George, the owner of the Lady Rose Marine Group, died in a tragic 2006 accident, the business was sold. Sechart Lodge became Broken Islands Lodge, and it continues to be a place for an “off-​grid” experience, accessible only by boat.

			Whale Watching

			Although whaling was a thriving industry starting around 1907 along BC’s west coast, some individuals got caught up in the magic of whale watching. A 1908 Vancouver newspaper article waxed eloquent about the experience: “Talk about your sport and big game hunting; it may be all very exciting to chase grizzlies and decoy the lordly moose, but if you want real sport, with real ‘big’ game, then go hunting whales with five large cameras and a ten-​ton yacht.” The party of eight aboard the yacht the Ella May relished the opportunity to photograph “a couple of festive whales…playing leap frog with each other in their native element.”19

			With the intelligence and uniqueness of these amazing mammals increasingly recognized, whale watching has become a popular pastime. A sighting is always thrilling, whether it’s a spout in the distance or spectacular fluking, spy-​hopping or breaching.

			Brian Congdon of Subtidal Adventures knows all about whale encounters. He and his wife, Kathleen, started their business in 1978, making it Ucluelet’s oldest nature-​tour enterprise. Brian initially offered dive charters, soon switched to general nature tours, and then, around 1982, was drawn in by the presence of the ever-​magical whales. His first whale-​charter sighting was right at the mouth of Ucluelet Harbour. Initially, the whales he saw were all grey whales. The humpback whales were all offshore. Then, when pilchards returned, many humpback whales showed up regularly in Barkley Sound, especially in the Sechart area.

			An avid nature photographer, Brian found that his photo collection was a helpful way to identify individual whales and share their status and location. This enhances knowledge about the habits and longevity of whales. Brian is now recognizing generations in whale families. Many whales are distinguished by their unique markings. Sadly, the markings sometimes come from encounters with boats; for example, one whale is nicknamed “Props,” owing to multiple scars on its back from a boat propeller. Surprisingly, Props shows no fear of boats.

			Lynette Dawson, a local whale-​watching skipper and guide, has worked for several local whale-​watching businesses and been on the water for twenty-​plus years. She takes tours out into Barkley Sound as well as up the coast as far as Long Beach. There are plenty of sightings of grey whales on their annual spring migration, and lots of humpbacks, especially in the spring. It is less common to see killer whales, and unusual to see minke and fin whales.

			Local whale watchers follow specific guidelines put in place to protect the whales. They care about them, look out for them. Sadly, a high percentage of the whales they see show signs of previous entanglement in fishing gear. Lynette once encountered an entangled whale while out with a tour group. She needed to monitor the whale’s location until the Department of Fisheries and Oceans’ (DFO) trained team could come to attempt to free the whale, and so she asked the passengers if they had anywhere they had to be. They all were in favour of staying with the whale for what turned out to be seven hours, until the DFO arrived. The whale was set loose and swam away with a new name—“Freedom.”

			Protection and Prognosis

			The scientific name for the grey whale is Eschrichtius robustus. A robust existence is what we wish for all species of whales. But they have many human-​caused threats to contend with.

			Local First Nations, as well as other groups and individuals, share a common goal to promote the health of oceans and protect marine wildlife and ecosystems. Dr. Jim Darling, a pioneer in cetacean studies, founded the West Coast Whale Research Foundation in 1981, and has led independent whale research programs for over thirty years. The Strawberry Isle Marine Research Society (SIMRS), founded by Rod Palm in 1991, has a strong education component, including its interactive Build-A-Whale program. The SIMRS has monitored cetaceans and helped rescue whales and other marine mammals from disastrous situations. In December 2023, the SIMRS was amalgamated into Ucluelet-​based Redd Fish Restoration Society, reflecting their shared commitment to marine stewardship.

			Parks Canada monitors marine mammals in the waters of the Pacific Rim National Park Reserve. They also participate in a collaborative photo-ID program co-ordinated by the US-based Cascadia Research Collective, tracking individual grey whales.

			The status of whales continues to be closely monitored, and their risk designation is reassessed as numbers fluctuate. Grey whales, humpbacks and all other cetaceans continue to face a variety of threats, including vessel strikes, entanglement in fishing gear, excess sound disturbance, toxic spills, habitat alteration and the effects of climate change.

			Sharing the News

			When whales venture into Ucluelet Harbour, we residents have our own communication system. If a phone call shares news of kakaw̕in (killer whales) in the harbour, I phone someone else before dashing to the beach as the word continues down the line. Grey whales rarely come into the harbour, although one year, when there was a substantial herring bloom, we were treated to sightings of a magnificent grey right in front of our house. Now, with social media, news spreads like wildfire. Facebook will buzz with “a pod of killer whales passing the lighthouse, headed into Barkley Sound,” or “three humpbacks, heading past OJ’s lookout on the Wild Pacific Trail!”

		
	
		
			 Chapter 6 Spreading the Gospel

			In Canada, colonialism and religion were hand in hand. Explorers considered it their given right to seize land for their home countries. Missionaries focused on imposing Christianity on the inhabitants of the supposedly “discovered” lands. But the zeal for conversion saw the establishment not only of missions, but also of many small community churches for the new residents. While providing a base for devoted congregations, these churches served as community hubs for the non-​religious.

			The Catholic Mission

			Catholicism arrived in Ucluelet by ship, delivered by Bishop Charles Seghers and Father Augustin Joseph Brabant. Their faith was strong and their mission entrenched; they were here to convert the Indigenous people of Vancouver Island’s west coast.

			The two missionaries left Victoria on April 12, 1874, heading up the coast aboard the schooner Surprise with Captain Peter Francis in command. In his diary, Father Brabant made an oft-​repeated comment about Francis, recording delays in their progress as resulting from the fact that “our Captain was now…badly intoxicated.”1

			On April 18, after anchoring overnight at Effingham Island for “a very comfortable night in smooth water,” they were “up and away at 5 a.m. Rain, heavy sea.”2 They reached Ucluliat (Ucluelet) at about 9 a.m., and the young Chief Wish Koutl immediately came for them in his canoe. As they approached the shore, members of the Ucluelet First Nation rushed down to greet them, one firing his gun in the background.

			Brabant wrote: “Our arrival caused a great deal of excitement. Our interpreter had a thundering voice, but we were told he did not translate His Lordship’s words with much correctness. Perhaps he thought that shouting would have the necessary effect. I baptized seventy-​five children in the afternoon.”3

			The next day being Sunday, Mass was held at 5:30 a.m. in the storekeeper’s house, “and then at 8 a.m. off to the rancherie [a term used at the time to refer to a First Nation village or settlement].”4 Some First Nations from Clayoquot joined the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ and nine of their children were baptised. “Here the first effort was made to translate the sign of the Cross into the Indian language.”5

			The next morning, Father Brabant and Bishop Seghers continued up the coast aboard the Surprise, visiting First Nations villages along the way, with mixed responses. At Kyuquot, they oversaw the “planting” of a large mission cross crafted at their request by Captain Francis and first mate Peterson, a “Swedish Lutheran.” Before the cross was set up, Bishop Seghers made a speech “condemning all Indian superstitions in general.”6 Fifty young men in three canoes transported the cross to a small island. Brabant wrote: “It was beautiful to see the Indians struggle to carry the heavy burden.”7 Ironic words indeed, considering the heavy burden about to be inflicted on the First Nations people by the zealous missionaries determined to eradicate Indigenous culture and beliefs.

			At Kyuquot, they left the ship to travel by canoe through churning seas to area villages. (Father Brabant often referred to canoe trips in which “the sea ran mountains high,” with wave troughs so deep he felt he was in “the abyss of the ocean.”)8

			Interpreting their reception at Hesquiaht as positive, the bishop declared it the perfect place to start a mission, adding that area Chiefs offered him “a site of his choice.”9 Promising to return, the clerics boarded the Surprise and sailed to Victoria on a favourable westerly wind.

			Not all trips up and down the coast went smoothly. On one journey, when the sea was too rough to launch a canoe, they walked from the head of Tofino Inlet to Ucluelet. En route, a black bear visited their tent, they got lost in the woods in torrential rain and they scorched a shoe and their clothes on a bonfire. The bishop fainted from hunger and exhaustion but was revived with raw mussels, salal berries and boiled doughnuts cooked over a fire. After they finally reached Ucluelet, they needed two weeks to recover, but their passion to convert the West Coast First Nations people persisted.

			On May 6, 1875, Father Brabant returned to Hesquiaht to build the mission. He said his first Mass in the newly constructed church on July 5. Brabant complained that the First Nations Elders undermined him, “using all means in their power to keep their influence over the people,” and “making speech after speech to the young men to stick to the old practices.”10 When one “great favourite and very much liked” powerful orator died, Brabant described the death as “almost a blessing for our work.”11

			Brabant remained determined to achieve his goal, writing, “I am having a great time here,” and enthusing about his “great parish.”12 He considered himself “in charge of all the Indians from Pachena to Cape Cook,” and wrote in his typical condescending manner that “their superstitions are so numerous and so absurd that they are almost incredible.”13

			At times discouraged, Brabant wrote: “They laugh at the doctrine which I teach. I gain nothing by making the sign of the cross. I am neither a white man nor an Indian. I am the Chigha, the devil.”14 In a letter to his brother in Belgium, Brabant described facing hostility “with no other weapons than our breviary, our beads, and our crucifix.”15

			The priest documented many practices and traditions of the Nuu-​chah-​nulth people. But he did so with a judgmental and bigoted attitude. Oblivious to the importance of their traditional songs and music, he returned from a trip home to Belgium in 1900 with “a full set of brass instruments for the Hesquiaht band.”16

			Despite the missionaries’ attempts to eradicate the use of Indigenous languages, Brabant created “an extensive dictionary and grammar…composed of the Nootkan Language.”17

			Christie School

			The Catholic and Presbyterian missionaries on the West Coast constantly competed to “save souls.” Father Brabant complained that one young Presbyterian minister “will do nothing himself” but would take credit for work done by Brabant and fellow missionaries.18 Brabant was eager to set up an industrial school for the Indigenous children, to prevent the Protestant missionaries from exerting what he saw as a negative influence. (Industrial schools were residential schools where the pupils worked at tasks such as gardening, livestock care, carpentry, laundry and sewing.) Bishop Seghers supported the school idea but was murdered in Alaska in 1887. His replacement, Bishop Alexander Christie, urged Father Brabant to set up a boarding school quickly, and Brabant chose a site on Meares Island, near Tofino, on the shore of Deception Channel. The building of Christie Indian Residential School was completed in 1899. The first staff were from the Benedictine Order in Oregon. In 1938, the Oblates took over, followed in 1969 by the Sisters of the Immaculate Heart of Mary.

			Over the years, students made several unsuccessful attempts to burn Christie School down. In 1971, the school closed and students moved to a new residence at Tofino. When that facility closed in 1983, it was the last functioning residential school in BC. In 1974, after lobbying by several former pupils with a vision for positive change, the structure on Meares Island became the Ka Ka Wis Family Development Centre. It served as an addiction treatment centre for over thirty years, before the program was relocated to Port Alberni.

			Holy Family Church

			Before 1952, priests travelling from Christie School to Ucluelet held services in the pool hall, parishioners’ homes or other available halls. Then Father Michael Kearney of Christie School spearheaded a drive to build a church. The target date for completion was Christmas Eve, 1952.

			Vince Madden, owner of Madden’s General Store, donated two lots on Peninsula Road. The forestry company MacMillan and Bloedel provided some building materials, and everything else arrived by boat. The local Catholic ladies’ group fundraised with teas, bazaars and raffles. Cash donations swelled; when Peter Sullivan loaned $3,000, the goal was reached.

			Ucluelet resident Stan Doiron, an experienced carpenter, oversaw the construction done by volunteer members of the parish. Father Kearney motivated everyone towards completion.

			Midnight Mass was celebrated in the new Holy Family Church on Christmas Eve, 1952. Bea Brennan said it was memorable in more ways than one. “With no heat in the building, everyone nearly froze.” She added that the “inconvenience was overshadowed by the joy of accomplishment.”19 Also celebrating that first service were parishioners from Tofino and local non-​Catholics. Holy Family Church was consecrated in July 1953 by Bishop James M. Hill.

			Services warmed up when Jack Day built a brick chimney. He travelled back and forth by boat from his family home in a bay beyond the entrance to Ucluelet Harbour. The site of their home has now been developed but is still referred to by many as Jack Day’s Bay.

			Loyal parishioners continue to support Holy Family Church. The ladies group’s annual apple-​pie fundraiser is legendary. Over the years, talented musicians, including Margaret Winpenny, Edna Camp, Johnny Coffin and Melissa Webb, have accompanied the parishioners as they raise their voices in song.

			Rev. Melvin Swartout
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					Rev. Melvin Swartout and his wife Mary, circa 1900. Royal BC Museum
				
			The first Presbyterian mission on the west coast of Vancouver Island opened in Ucluelet in 1890, under Rev. J.A. MacDonald. After four years, he was replaced by Rev. Melvin Swartout, who moved out to Ucluelet from Ontario in February 1894 with his wife Mary and daughters Nina and Viola.

			Rev. Swartout’s years at Ucluelet have been described in glowing terms from a colonial perspective. One book states: “at Ucluelet…he wrought nobly and built up a strong cause. A church was erected, a house for the missionary and his family, and a school for the Indian children. His work prospered from year to year.”20

			The renowned West Coast painter Emily Carr’s sister Elizabeth volunteered for a time at the mission school, as recounted by Emily in her book Klee Wyck. The mission house was about one and a half kilometres from the village now known as hitac̓u, and the day school halfway between.

			The arrival of Rev. Swartout brought an added convenience for residents. He became the first registrar of licences under the Marriage Act for Ucluelet, meaning couples could “enjoy the convenience of…marriage solemnized in their midst without a journey by sloop or trail or steamer to comply with the formalities.”21

			Melvin Swartout was said to be proficient in the local First Nations language. In 1899, he created a booklet, purportedly written in the Aht dialect of Barkley Sound, that included an alphabet, suggested pronunciations, and translations of the Ten Commandments, Lord’s Prayer, the Beatitudes and twelve hymns.22

			Swartout is also credited with sharing details of a First Nations oral story called “The Legend of Eut-le-ten” in 1897. Alfred Carmichael, an acquaintance of Swartout’s in the 1800s, attested to his linguistic ability: “He spoke the language of the natives fluently, and took great pains to get the story with as much accuracy as possible.”23 Whether Swartout had permission from the Nuu-​chah-​nulth to share their oral story is undocumented.

			Swartout often spoke up in defence of the local First Nations people in times of trouble. For example, when the Cleveland was wrecked nearby, eleven “Eucluelet” and Toquaht men, as well as one white man, McCarthy, were accused of removing articles from the steamer. Swartout supported the men in their claim that they had been permitted to salvage items from a previous wreck, and therefore could not see why this case would be different. Further to the accusations of thievery, Swartout stated in a letter to the editor of the Colonist: “In the harbour, before my house, as I write, there lies at anchor my little sailboat, provisioned and equipped for a voyage. It has been lying thus for several days, detained by contrary winds. Indians are passing and repassing constantly. Many things of value to them are there, with no lock and key to prevent them from helping themselves, but nothing is missing, nor have I the slightest fear that anything will be taken. Could there be such an experience in any civilized city or town in Canada?”24

			The little sailboat mentioned in Swartout’s letter later led to his demise. An experienced and confident sailor, he made frequent trips along the coast. On July 11, 1904, Rev. Swartout was sailing back to Ucluelet, having visited Rev. James Motion in Alberni. He dropped a settler off at his property sixteen kilometres out of Ucluelet. The man later described standing “on a rising ground watching the receding sailboat and its lonely occupant until they disappeared round the point north of his place.”25
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					Rev. Swartout in his little sailboat on a calm day in Barkley Sound. Royal BC Museum
				
			The wind had come up, churning rough seas, and Rev. Swartout did not make it home to Ucluelet. It was hoped that the “hardy and daring sailor”26 had taken refuge in a sheltered cove, but faith soon faltered. Mrs. Swartout telegraphed Rev. Dr. Campbell in Victoria: “Mr. Swartout in sailboat, missing for 5 days; grave fears for his safety as weather very rough.”27 Fear compounded when a piece of his boat was found washed up on a beach near Toquaht, and another piece near Ucluelet Harbour. Closure came almost three months later. The Colonist reported: “The body of the Rev. Mr. Swartout was washed up on Long Beach yesterday. The face was badly disfigured, but the clothes were intact with the exception of one shoe and one sock. His watch had stopped at 5:10…the remains are at Dr. McLeans’, awaiting burial.”28 Rev. Melvin Swartout was interred near Hitacu.

			After Mary Swartout left the Ucluelet mission, laymen served the Presbyterians until Joseph Samuel was appointed in 1910, followed by Thomas Shewish in 1912. Then Ucluelet became part of the West Coast Marine Mission, which encompassed all of Barkley Sound.

			Anglican-​United Ministry

			Formed before 1910, the West Coast Mission covered an area from Port Renfrew to Kyuquot. The Anglican diocese of BC provided a clergyman to serve the west coast of Vancouver Island. In 1913, St. Columba was built in Tofino, after the site was deemed the prettiest place on Vancouver Island. A family in Portsea, England, donated the money in memory of their son, who had drowned in the English Channel. Two curates from Portsea ministered to Tofino and Ucluelet over a seven-​year period, living in a shack built for them in Tofino. Services in Ucluelet were held in the original schoolhouse.

			Padre Leighton

			The Reverend John Wright Leighton was a colourful character and popular West Coast cleric. Born in Bristol, England, in 1887, he served as an army chaplain in World War I. After the war, he married his childhood sweetheart, Florence, but lost her to the Great Influenza epidemic just four weeks after they wed.

			Padre Leighton, as he was affectionately called, came to Canada in 1926, and arrived to serve Ucluelet, Tofino and surrounding areas in 1930. He covered the west coast territory from Pachena Point Lighthouse up to Kyuquot. Padre Leighton often travelled on the Princess Maquinna, and when boarding or disembarking was dressed for the weather in his oilskins, gumboots and rain hat, with his pipe sticking out the side of his mouth. He was a true “wet coast” vicar.

			Long-​time Tofino resident Ken Gibson shared a Padre Leighton story with me. In the late 1950s, Ken, a member of the Tofino Volunteer Fire Department, was attending a fire well after midnight. Something large and pinkish-​white drifted into his peripheral vision. “I thought it was a ghost,” he told me. Turning, he saw Padre Leighton wearing a long, fluffy dressing gown.

			“Do you think the crew might like to come to my place for a ‘wee nip’ after the fire is out?” asked the Padre.

			“I don’t think so, Padre,” replied Ken. “It’s the middle of the night. They’re pretty tired. I think they’ll just want to go home to bed.”

			Padre Leighton, like many a west coaster, enjoyed his liquid refreshments. One morning, after indulging in “too much Christmas cheer,” he left the church mid-​service to be “quietly sick in the churchyard, and returned with a smiling apology.”29 He also had a fondness for sake made by local Japanese Canadians, “consuming impressive amounts without ill effect.”30

			Padre Leighton left the west coast to serve for twenty years as chaplain with the Mission to Seafarers in Vancouver. There, he and his shaggy dog Kim became well-​known figures, seen “aboard nearly every ship that visited the port.”31

			Padre Leighton attempted retirement in Victoria in 1955 but decided after two months that “life was too short to waste in this manner.”32 Returning to serve on the west coast of Vancouver Island, he was pleased to have a car at his disposal, no longer having to travel between Tofino and Ucluelet by canoe, by gas boat or on foot. In 1962, Padre Leighton, suffering ill health, began his well-​earned retirement years.

			St. Aidan-on-the-​Hill

			St. Aidan-on-the-​Hill stands proudly at the top of Main Street. Now renovated and repurposed, this iconic building was once the centre of the Anglican–​United ministry of Ucluelet.

			On October 5, 1929, a plot of land and a building were purchased for $400, and Ucluelet became home to the smallest church on Vancouver Island—some said the smallest in BC. December 29, 1929, saw the first service, Morning Prayer, in the little church. The first wedding was that of Josephine Binns and William Littleton, on September 26, 1931.
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						The original St. Aidan’s Church was so tiny, said Rev. A.H. Holmes, that during weddings the bride would be pushed up the aisle by her father, as there wasn’t enough room for them to walk side by side. Maureen Callaway
					
				
			On January 1, 1949, Rev. A.H. Holmes arrived on the west coast of the island with wife Frances and daughter Elaine. They moved into a tiny house next to the Ucluelet Co-op. (The building was later used by Ralph the Veggie Man and then the Greenhouse Market.) A rectory was built in Tofino with wood salvaged from the dismantled RCAF hospital at Long Beach. Daughter Maureen, who was born after they moved to Tofino, recalled pots and pans spread across the floor to catch rain leaking through the roof.

			Rev. Holmes, like the clergy before him, served both communities. He was prone to tardiness, and his parishioners soon took to calling him “the late Reverend Holmes.” His sister Muriel Toombes also tended to be late. When she worked at Madden’s General Store, her boss Margaret Thompson would set off an alarm clock when Muriel arrived at work. All in good fun, of course!

			In 1950, to cut travelling expenses, the joint parishes bought a motorcycle for $250, and said there could be no more taxi fares. Rev. Holmes was six foot five—he towered atop the blue motorcycle as he rode back and forth over the rough gravel road between Tofino and Ucluelet. He was also a pilot and flew shoeless so his head wouldn’t brush the inside of plane cockpits; this earned him the moniker “the Barefoot Pilot.”

			A New Church for Ucluelet

			Rev. Holmes said Ucluelet needed a larger church. The locals agreed, and in 1949 a committee was formed at the annual St. Aidan’s vestry meeting. Like the Roman Catholic Holy Family Church, the new St. Aidan’s would become a reality through community commitment and hard work.

			Sutton Lumber and Trading Company donated a former RCAF building. Local volunteers, many of them fishermen who had relocated to Ucluelet from Newfoundland, spent three winters dismantling the twenty-​seven-by-twenty-​eight-​metre building. They saved and straightened every nail for use in the church-to-be.

			The tiny church was moved down to the bottom of the lot, close to what is now the site of Blackberry Cove Marketplace. Plans for the new church snowballed, necessitating major fundraising. The Anglican Church Women’s group was revived, with close to thirty members. Rev. Holmes, discovering that weekly picture shows were about to be cancelled, seized the opportunity to raise some cash. He borrowed money for a projector and ordered in films. Ten different movies were shown in December 1952, including The Painted Hills starring Lassie, and Joan of Arc with Ingrid Bergman (in Technicolor!). The movies played to packed houses, with frequent intermissions when the film broke. Popcorn sales boosted the profits through a canny sales pitch: one bag of popcorn was ten cents, but twenty-​five cents would buy you two!
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					Rev. Holmes in the new St. Aidan’s Church. Next to him is the font created by William Karn in 1937. Three Karn grandchildren were the first to be christened in it. Maureen Callaway
				
			Finally, after seven hectic months of work, it was time to celebrate. The official opening of St. Aidan-on-the-​Hill took place on December 7, 1952. A special guest preaching that day was Padre John Leighton, who had earlier served as the west coast clergyman, and would return to the position in 1955. The rafters rang with joyful music, not only from adult and youth choirs, but also from Rev. Holmes’s daughter Elaine, who, along with friend Diane, had been convinced to sing “Fairest Lord Jesus.” When Diane quit singing, the duet became a solo. Elaine’s younger sister Maureen later related that by the time eight-​year-​old Elaine concluded, there “wasn’t a dry eye in the crowd.”

			The tiny church down the hill was the local library for many years. It also served as a bank. In 1960, the Synod gave permission to sell the building, but there were no takers. A branch of the Ucluelet Recreation Commission called Teen Town was given the use of the little church as a coffee house in 1966. We local teens gave it the moniker “Snoopy’s Place,” then changed it to “Society’s Child” and painted the interior in bright colours. It was a popular spot for teens to hang out on Friday nights, listening to music and drinking coffee. Later, it was taken over by Norma Baillie as an arts and crafts shop. Sadly, in 1969 the original tiny church was torn down and the lumber sold.

			From 1959 to 1968, United and Anglican ministers alternated officiating at St. Aidan’s every four years, serving a combined Anglican and United congregation. During these last years of shared ministry, a tragedy at sea occurred, reminding many of the sad demise of Rev. Melvin Swartout so many years before.

			A Death at Sea
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					In 1987, a new steeple, designed by Rev. John McKay, was installed at St. Aidan’s. Rev. Holmes would have been pleased—he always wanted a high bell tower, clearly visible to fishermen coming into harbour. UAHS Archives
				
			Saturday, March 29, 1965, was a sunny day with winds picking up to thirty-​two kilometres per hour. Rev. Stuart Schoberg, the thirty-​four-​year-​old incumbent United Church minister for Vancouver Island’s west coast, left Ucluelet in his three-​and-a-half-​metre outboard at 11 a.m. to visit parishioners in Tofino. He didn’t arrive.

			Three days later, searchers found Rev. Schoberg’s water-​filled boat three kilometres off Amphitrite Point. It was assumed that at some point on his journey the boat was swamped and he was washed overboard. Once his boat was picked up, the air search was cancelled, but small boats continued searching for a full week.

			Long-​time Ucluelet resident Bud Tugwell, a St. Aidan’s parishioner, had strongly advised Rev. Schoberg against making the trip, but the young minister chose to go.

			On April 6, St. Aidan’s Church was filled to overflowing for his memorial service. Just two weeks before, Rev. Schoberg’s voice had echoed through the church. Now his friends and parishioners spoke in his honour. A congregation member described him as “a most outstanding, dedicated and highly esteemed clergyman.”33

			Rev. Schoberg, his wife and two young sons were to have been in Ucluelet for just three more months, before moving to England, where he was to take up a fellowship. On May 10, a ruling was issued that he was presumed drowned. Mrs. Schoberg and sons moved to Vancouver in June. In July of that year, Rev. Schoberg’s body washed up on the beach at Wreck Bay.

			The United Church Withdraws

			The shared ministry officially ended in June 1968, when the United Church withdrew from the west coast area. During the period of shared ministry, Anglican diocese funds helped pay for a new rectory. Built on Helen Road, it housed many incumbents and their families over the years. Notably, the Rev. Merv Bowden and his wife, Janice, lived in the rectory with their ten children—and one bathroom!

			In 1972, the Tugwell family had the east-​end window of the church replaced with a stained-​glass window in memory of their parents. This window was dedicated on a very special day for St. Aidan-on-the-​Hill. All debts had finally been paid, and the church was consecrated on April 21, 1974. In 1980, the Brash family installed a stained-​glass window in the west end of the church, in memory of their son Ronald, who had died in a tragic logging-​truck accident.

			Evangelical Missions

			The Shantymen

			The Shantymen’s Christian Association (SCA) was established in Toronto in 1903 by William Henderson. Its mission was to share the gospel and comforts to isolated settlers.

			Rev. Percy Wills moved from the Prairies to BC, joined the Shantymen in 1930 and was soon serving along BC’s coast. His first mission trips up the coast were in a dugout canoe, which he rowed along with a partner and a First Nations guide.

			Rev. Wills eventually upgraded to the small vessel Messenger II. Then, in July 1946, the Messenger III was launched in Victoria. For many years, Harold Peters, known as “Skipper,” was at the helm. At his invitation, Earl Johnson, known as “Cap,” joined the crew. They both spent many years serving up and down the coast as missionaries aboard the Messenger III.

			This era of coastal missionary work came to an end in 1961, as road building and increased airplane routes made settlements and communities more accessible. The Messenger III was sold in 1961, but it remained a west coast icon. In 1991, she was designated a “vintage vessel” by the Maritime Museum of British Columbia.34

			Camp Ross

			For many summers, kids up and down the coast eagerly waited on docks for the arrival of the Messenger III. I still remember the excitement of those days of the late 1950s and early 1960s. When the Messenger III pulled into the dock, we leapt aboard with our backpacks and sleeping bags. Then we headed across Barkley Sound, in fair weather or foul, sucking in the salty air and barking back at the sea lions.

			Whereas other kids up the coast went to Camp Henderson in Quatsino Sound, we were en route to Camp Ross at Pachena Bay.

			At Pachena, we disembarked and rode the skiff through the surf onto the waiting sandy beach. My memories of Camp Ross include the smell of the canvas tent, the taste of early-​morning syrup-​soaked hotcakes, the stories and guitar-​accompanied songs around the campfire (along with the flaming marshmallows—I’ve always liked mine burnt) and the gleeful shrieks as we ran into the cold saltchuck to jump the waves. I also remember waiting my turn to bounce exuberantly on the homemade trampoline, created out of interwoven rubber strips from recycled tire tubes.

			I think my parents sent my brothers and me off to Camp Ross less for the religious experience, and more for both a fun West Coast getaway for us and a well-​needed break for our mom.

			I do know that although my dad was a non-​religious man, he liked and respected Percy Wills, Earl Johnson and Harold Peters for their goodwill towards all and their West Coast savvy.

			Camp Ross continued for many years before being taken over by Coastal Missions and staying open year-​round.

			Christ Community Church

			In 1957, another war-​surplus building was moved, this time from the seaplane base to a site across from the secondary school. It would become Ucluelet’s evangelical church. Harold Peters and Earl Johnson of the Shantymen oversaw the operation.

			Earl Johnson moved to Ucluelet in 1958 to serve as pastor at the new church. He, wife Louise and three young children lived in half of a rented duplex near 52 Steps. The house rested on pilings out over the harbour. With a two-​year-​old, and twins not yet walking, Louise was on constant guard to make sure that the kids did not tumble into the saltchuck. Neighbours the Ouras and the Mayedes kept an eye out for the children. They also provided the Johnsons with crab for dinners and instructions on how to prepare it.35 Louise loaded the three children in a wagon and pulled them along the ninety metres of boardwalk to get to the village road. The Johnsons were without a car, but new friends George and Ruby Gudbranson provided road transportation when needed.

			George Hardy served as pastor from 1964 to 1976, and his wife Karin was an integral part of the ministry. Rich Parlee also served as pastor. Today, Christ Community still has a large and active congregation. Tofino has an independent congregation called the Tofino Bible Fellowship.

			The Driftwood Church

			The Shantymen often visited coastal First Nations villages, including Ucluelet East. Meetings at Hitacu were frequently held in the home of Benny Touchie, who extended his living room by five metres to accommodate the attendees. A larger structure was needed, and the parishioners were delighted when a large quantity of two-by-fours washed up on the beach in front of the reserve. The resultant “Driftwood Church” measured eighteen by fifteen metres, and like the other Ucluelet area churches was built by volunteer labour. Services of dedication were held on September 18, 19 and 20, 1964.

			Sam Touchie, whom Earl Johnson described as “the recognized leader of the church in their village,”36 reported that although they had no regular minister, visiting ministers often turned up from Victoria, Vancouver and even California.

			A New Life for an Old Church

			Over the years, St. Aidan’s required continued maintenance and preservation. Gradually, as with so many churches, attendance numbers dropped, and it became progressively harder to keep the church going. Fundraising attempts, including a thrift store in the basement, proved inadequate. There was no miracle at the eleventh hour. In September 2010, St. Aidan-on-the-​Hill was deconsecrated and put on the market by the Anglican diocese. Attempts to acquire the church as a museum for our historical society did not pan out.

			A local builder named Leif Hagar recognized the structure’s potential. He had done church restorations before, and he also had the patience required to plow through extensive red tape. With skilful and innovative renovations, he repurposed the building while retaining its historic character.

			The main floor of the church now houses the award-​winning Ucluelet Brewing Company, and the Foggy Bean, a popular coffee roastery, operates from the lower level.

			Nostalgia in the Nave

			After the brewery opened, my husband and I went there for drinks with some friends. It felt surreal. I tuned out the babble of happy customers and reflected on the past: attending Sunday school, later teaching Sunday school; dusting the pews and aligning the hymnals with my friend Susanne as our moms vacuumed the red carpet and arranged flowers in the brass vases we had polished; the family christenings, weddings, funerals; Christmas concerts in which my daughters were little lambs, little angels, and even a cuckoo clock; and how, in youth group years later, they would climb up inside the bell tower with their friends. My memory drifted farther back; I frowned, remembering how the choir leader had leaned down to whisper, “Just mouth the words, dear,” when I was a small child singing my heart out with the children’s choir. My husband drew me from my reverie. He lifted a glass and said, “We’re sitting right where the altar was—we got married on this exact spot.” I think we’ve found the perfect place to celebrate our anniversary.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 7 The Names on the Cairn

			The early settlers were a hardy and adventurous lot, drawn to the West Coast in a quest for fur, gold, fish, lumber and land. They came from across Canada, the US, Europe and Asia. To survive and thrive in Ucluelet and the surrounding area would require courage, ingenuity, hard work, resilience and tenacity.

			A concrete cairn stands in front of the Ucluelet District Office. It provides the base for a bronze plaque:

			B.C. Centennial A.D.

			Erected to Ucluelet Settlers prior to 1900


			The plaque lists the names of many of those who settled in Ucluelet before the twentieth century.

			Will and James Sutton

			The Sutton brothers were born of an interesting line. Their grandfather, Richard Sutton of Sedbergh, England, is said to have inspired the character Heathcliff in Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights.

			The move to Ucluelet was their father William Sr.’s idea—having come to BC from Ontario, he was on the lookout for marketable resources. By early 1891, Will and James had settled on the east side of Ucluelet Harbour at a site now called Port Albion. There, they acquired timber leases and built log cabins, a sawmill and a store on the government dock. The 1891 census shows the occupation of both brothers as loggers, but Will focused on running the sawmill.

			Will and James were keen phrenologists. Phrenology, which was popular during the Victorian era, is a racist pseudo-​science involving the detailed study of the size and shape of the human skull, supposedly to identify character traits and mental abilities. Phrenologists also collected skulls. Will and James began robbing First Nation graves, selling the remains to phrenologists in the US. Through this abhorrent enterprise, they connected with Franz Boas, the so-called “father of American anthropology,” and managed to send him assorted skeletons and crania, “making in all one hundred and twenty-​three individuals.” The remains were shipped “invoiced with a falsified origin and labelled as natural history specimens.”1

			As a further sad note, in a letter to Franz Boas dated January 8, 1891, James wrote: “As we are now moving out to the West Coast of Vancouver Island it is very likely that we may make a large collection…If we should do so we will notify you to that effect.”2 However, there does not appear to be any further record of contact between Boas and the brothers, and no evidence that they robbed graves after moving to Ucluelet. Sutton descendant Jan Bridget writes in her book about Will and James: “The racism shown in their actions reflects the principles of colonialism.”3

			Will moved back to Victoria in 1892, having married Helen Annie Fox, originally from England. In 1895, the couple moved to Houghton, Michigan, where Will taught at the Michigan State School of Mines.4

			Will and Annie returned to Victoria around 1899, and he worked as personal geologist for industrialist and politician James Dunsmuir, inspecting mining sites across BC and beyond. Annie occasionally accompanied him, sometimes on horseback. Will frequently travelled to Ucluelet. His West Coast interests included lumber, hydro power, placer gold mining and promotion of the area.

			The Sutton Lumber and Trading Company, officially formed by William Sr. and his sons in 1893, was a family venture. James ran the general store at Port Albion. Will managed the sawmill, called the Ucluelet Mercantile Company Sawmill.

			In a 1903 talk in Victoria, Will described challenges facing those trying to extricate a living from the wilderness. He recounted his struggle to reach Wreck Bay through the bush: “The sallal was so thick that I had to roll over it, instead of forcing through it…I rolled down to Wreck Bay, and when I reached the Lost Shoe Creek I had to ford it.”5 (Will lost a shoe to the current while fording the creek, hence the creek’s name.) He then “made a pair of moccasins by tearing off a piece of my trousers” and hiked the beach, struggled in the dark through the bush along Ucluelet Arm to his canoe, then paddled more than a kilometre back to camp against a headwind.6

			While never downplaying its harsh landscape, Will enthusiastically promoted the west coast of Vancouver Island. He helped form the Vancouver Island Development League, encouraging settlers to move to the Ucluelet area. Will recommended building more trails and a road for west coast access. His passion for opening up the area extended to May 9, 1914. A dispatch wired to Victoria from Ucluelet stated: “Mr. W. J. Sutton dropped dead at 9 o’clock this morning, while running a survey line for a road in process of construction.”7

			Unlike his brother, James Edward Sutton resided for many years at Ucluelet East. He married Ada Belle Walters in San Francisco in March 1891, and brought her back to his two-​room cabin. James delivered their first child. When the family increased by three, James built a larger house on the hill behind the dock. Tragedy was narrowly avoided on Christmas Eve of 1898 when the house burned to the ground. James was away in Alberni. Ada woke all four children and guided them safely from the burning building. Compounding the stress, neither house nor contents were insured. James then built a third house, this one on the site of the burned-​down house.

			Ada was a spiritualist, and in the 1901 census James listed his religion as the same. Spiritualism is a system of belief based on supposed communication with the dead and evolution of spirits in the afterlife, and it was quite popular at the time. Jan Bridget theorized that Ada’s beliefs helped end James’s grave-​robbing activities.8

			James and Ada remained in Ucluelet East for almost twelve years. The Sutton store was an essential hub of the small community and also housed the post office. James traded with the local First Nations and learned their language. In 1896, he was made justice of the peace for the Cowichan–​Alberni district and presided over disputes between the First Nations and the settlers and traders. He was noted for fair decisions, often ruling in favour of the First Nations.

			In 1902, James, Ada and family moved to California, having sold their Ucluelet holdings. James died in 1935, aged seventy-​two. Ada was seventy-​seven when she died in 1946.

			John Margetish

			Augustus James Margetish was born in Austria in 1842. Although known by the Christian name John, he was often called “Frenchie.”

			John married the widow Elisa Lucky, née McFadden, in Victoria in August 1887. Her first husband, George Lucky, had been a sealer and master mariner, captain of the schooner Anna Beck. Unluckily, he had died at the age of forty-​four, after only six wedded years, leaving his widow with three children.

			In marrying John Margetish, Elisa chose another man of the sea. John went sealing in the Bering Sea, worked along the coast as a sailor and general trader, and by 1894 was managing Captain Spring’s store at Spring Cove.

			John “Frenchie” Margetish died on April 3, 1898. Margetish family legend has it that, while walking home to Spring Cove that night, John came upon two men fighting over gold and witnessed one killing the other. His family believed he was seen and the murderer then did him in as well. John’s body was found floating in the sea.

			At thirty-​five, Elisa was once more a widow, left with seven (soon to be eight) children. She remained in Ucluelet for some years, running the trading post, before moving to Shawnigan and Victoria.

			James McCarthy

			One early settler who was in Ucluelet briefly but left a huge legacy was James McCarthy, often called “Red” for the colour of his hair. Said to have come from County Kerry, Ireland, he arrived in Ucluelet in the late 1800s to seek his fortune in the seal trade. James acquired huumanʔiš (Hyphocus Island) and lived aboard his boat, next to the island.

			James met and married Susanna, the daughter of Chief Wickaninnish, a direct descendant of the powerful Tla-o-qui-​aht Chief Wickaninnish of the late 1700s. James and Susanna had one child, born on July 17, 1895, a son they named Charles James.

			Sadly, Susanna died when Charles was about four years old. Shortly afterwards, James gave up sealing and headed north to search for gold in the area around Eagle, Alaska. The order of what then happened to little Charles is unclear. Family believes that James arranged for his son to live for a time with elderly relatives. A family member told me they thought he went to Christie Residential School on Meares Island, since his father was Catholic and Charles was baptized there.
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					James McCarthy, his wife, Susanna, and their son, Charles, on Hyphocus Island. Karen Severinson
				
			What happened to his father remained a mystery. Did James McCarthy perish in the North, and if not, where did he go?

			James and Susanna’s son, Charles, settled at Hitacu. Records show that at the age of nineteen, he married eighteen-​year-​old Kathleen (Katy) Bob, daughter of Masitlawit and Nayeotl (Bob). They had a large family. Kathleen died aged thirty-​five, from the after-​effects of influenza. Charles remarried. His wife Della Mundy passed away at the age of thirty-​nine, from tuberculosis.

			While little is known of his father, Charles was a prominent West Coast individual. When he died in Lions Gate Hospital in North Vancouver in October 1966, a Victoria newspaper stated: “One of the most highly thought of Indian fishermen on the West Coast passed away this week in the person of Charles McCarthy…He was the grandson of Chief Wickaninnish.”9
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					Charles McCarthy, well-​known local fisherman, aboard the Gospak. UAHS Archives
				
			Charles McCarthy is remembered as a hard-​working and honourable man. He has many descendants, and the McCarthy name is well known at hitac̓u in the governance of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ. Several of his descendants have served as elected Chiefs, and more of them have been Councillors.

			John Kvarno

			John Hartwick Kvarno arrived in Ucluelet aboard a sloop in 1895. He and his friend August Lyche were on a fishing expedition, liked what they saw, and settled here.

			Kvarno (pronounced “Kwarno”) was born in 1867 in Namsos, Norway. The town sits on a small bay at the mouth of the river Namsen, one of the richest salmon rivers in Europe. Ucluelet must have reminded him of home.

			John cleared property on the area that later became the seaplane base and established his farm. Working alongside him was his wife, Betsy Sudum, also originally from Norway.

			John supplemented farming with fishing, and was Ucluelet’s first provincial constable. The police station was in their house. Betsy did dressmaking for local women. Just forty-​nine when she died in 1921, she was interred in Ucluelet Cemetery. Helen, their only child, later died at that same age.

			One of Kvarno’s many roles was as Ucluelet’s provincial election commissioner in 1926. That same year, Elizabeth Stewart came to Ucluelet and met the widower, whom she later described as a “good-​looking Scandinavian woodman.”10 The attraction was mutual. John and Elizabeth wed on December 19, aged fifty-​nine and fifty, respectively.
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					Newlyweds John and Lily Kvarno, 1926. Lily was a certified midwife whose skills were crucial to the small community. Erin Galliot
				
			The full name of John’s new bride was Mary Ann Lily Elizabeth Stewart, and she often went by Lily. Lily brought considerable skill to the small community. Daughter of a certified midwife, as a teenager Lily had helped her mother in the profession, and went on to be certified in the same field. Lily delivered some 3,300 babies in her home country of England; on one memorable night, she delivered five babies in five hours. She once delivered triplets, a career highlight.11

			With no hospital in Ucluelet, Lily was soon back at work. She assisted Dr. Guy Palmer, one of Ucluelet’s interim doctors. When he was away, she attended local mothers during childbirth. Decades later, on her ninety-​ninth birthday, Lily recounted cherished memories of delivering babies for the local Japanese population in Ucluelet. Despite their uprooting during the Second World War, she still heard regularly from many of them, and was informed of “the many more babies that have been born into a second and now a third generation.”12

			During World War II, John and Lily sold their property to the military for the seaplane base, replacing their life on a farm in isolated Ucluelet with a home and gardens in the city of Victoria. In 1944, four years after their move, John passed away in Royal Jubilee Hospital at the age of seventy-​six.

			By the age of 103, Lily was residing at Gorge Road Hospital, where one of the staff described her as “the sharpest little number you’ll ever see.” On her birthday, she was the last to leave the party, having cut the cake, signed thank-​you notes and finished every bit of her tea. She passed away at the hospital in 1979, five months after turning 103.

			The Kvarno name is commemorated by an island. Once called Staple or Stapleby Island, Kvarno Island sits near the head of Ucluelet Inlet, close to the residential area of Millstream on the inlet’s west side, and directly across from Thornton Creek Fish Hatchery on the east shore. In 2007, the thirty-​hectare island was rezoned from “forest rural” to “small holdings.” It was then subdivided into fourteen large waterfront lots, with one shared lot in the centre of the island.

			We were offered a chance to get in on the initial deal, and I was excited at the thought of having an “off-​grid” getaway on this enchanting island near the end of the bay. My husband, however, begged to differ, stating he liked our little harbourside house “just fine, thank you very much,” and was a staunch fan of electricity, running water and indoor bathrooms. He also preferred not having to paddle to the Co-op every time we ran out of milk. But whenever I kayak around Kvarno Island, I sigh.

			August Lyche

			Although it has been written that no man is an island, many an island has been named for a man. In Ucluelet, not only an island but also a road and a building are named after August Lyche. In the centre of the harbour sits Lyche Island, once called Channel Island, and renamed in 1934.13 Lyche Road runs from Peninsula Road down past the boat basin to Waterfront Drive. The Lyche Building, circa 1959, stands at the bottom of Main Street on the site of Ucluelet’s first school.

			August Herman Lyche was born in Drammen, Norway, on December 5, 1863. He came to BC in 1883 as a seaman on a ship that had sailed around Cape Horn. Conditions aboard the ship were brutal and the crew mutinied en route. Upon arrival in Victoria, the skipper had them arrested, but they laid countercharges, citing “cruelty and lack of nourishing rations.”14 The sailors won their case in marine court, and many of them stayed on in Victoria. August worked on several farms there until visiting Ucluelet with John Kvarno in 1895. Recognizing potential, August pre-​empted a large block of land for his farm, in what is now the centre of Ucluelet. A versatile pioneer, August was coxswain on one of the first west coast lifeboats and was active in the fishing industry.

			His wife, Alice Lee, had worked on her mother’s Victoria farm; she had a strong work ethic, and quickly settled into her new community. Ucluelet’s first schoolteacher, she held classes in her living room until a school was built. Sheila Mead-​Miller commented that some people thought August and Alice an unlikely couple, in that she was highly educated and he was not. “But,” she added, “he was one of those kinds that educated himself, he had read a lot.”15 August helped with school-​board record keeping and was a local justice of the peace. But as Mrs. Mead-​Miller said, “Mr. Lyche’s idea of a vacation was to go out and clear land. He just loved clearing land.”16

			August’s property was situated on Ucluelet Harbour, near present-​day Cedar Road. He built a large house and continued to clear the land around it. Sheila Mead-​Miller recounted: “He was going to blow some more stumps, with gunpowder, and it was cold in wintertime, and the gunpowder was cold, so he took it in and heated it on the kitchen stove, and he blew up the house.”17 Luckily, no one was injured. What was left of the house was torn down, and August proceeded to build a new home.

			Continuing to clear land at some distance from the house, August was unaware that his bonfires had spread along roots underground. A fire broke out under the house—the second house burned down.

			The third house became an iconic building in Ucluelet, and for years August and Alice ran it as a hotel called the Bayview Lodge.

			After settling in Ucluelet with their two young children, Vera and Norman, August and Alice had a third, daughter Alma. Unfortunately, tragedy struck the family over the years: fourteen-​year-​old Vera died in Victoria in 1908. Their son Norman died at the age of thirty-​two. He had earned a BSc degree at McGill University, and had taken up fishing for a living. On April 25, 1924, his gas boat, engine still running, was found aground just inside the harbour entrance. There was no sign of Norman. For two days, local fishermen dragged the harbour, with no success. August then offered a reward of fifty dollars for anyone finding his lost son.

			An elderly Japanese couple named Kyuzo and Shima Shimizu made tofu to sell to local families. To cook the soybeans, they needed lots of firewood, which they regularly gathered at the head of the inlet. There, they discovered Norman Lyche’s body, which had drifted up the harbour. They quickly informed Norman’s father, who came for the sad task of identifying his son. Kyuzo then helped him take the body home, where he built his son’s coffin. When August later tried to give Kyuzo the fifty dollars, he declined, not wanting to accept a reward for such a tragic incident.

			August Lyche continued to pour time and energy into Ucluelet and the surrounding area. He passed away in Port Alberni in 1939. His death shocked those who knew him, as he had gone to the West Coast General Hospital for what was thought to be a minor illness.
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					The Lyche family in front of one of their three houses, all built on the same site. UAHS Archives
				
			The Bayview continued to loom large on the landscape but was eventually divided up into rental suites. The building gradually deteriorated until it was deemed a fire hazard and torn down, ending the saga of the three consecutive houses built on that site by August Lyche.

			Edwin Lee

			Early settler Edwin “Ned” Lee contributed greatly to the community. Gold miner, fur trader, and general-​store manager, he also served as Ucluelet’s postmaster and justice of the peace. Edwin (who was Alice Lyche’s brother) grew up in Victoria of hardy stock, which no doubt prepared him for the challenges of West Coast life.

			In 1898, Ned, now twenty, contracted gold fever and set off for the west coast of the island. In 1901, back in Victoria, he married Bessie Marion Johnson, an English immigrant. The young couple departed for “Euclulet” aboard the Queen City, so Ned could pursue his work “in the development of the West Coast gold fields at Wreck Bay.”18

			Ned worked the claim for three years. He sent a sample of gold-​bearing black sand off to the Paris Exposition, and eventually received an ornate French certificate nearly two metres long, which he couldn’t read. He stated that was “about all he had to show for his mining venture.”19
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					This photo taken on a snowy Ucluelet day shows both the grand home and the general store built by Edwin Lee at the bottom of Main Street. UAHS Archives
				
			For nine years, Ned and Bessie divided their time between Ucluelet and Victoria. With long journeys on often rough seas, this was a far more arduous commute than it is today. Their two eldest children, Weston and Bessie “Marion,” travelled with them. In 1910, the young family climbed aboard SS Tees for their permanent move to Ucluelet. Using lumber shipped from Alberni, Ned built a store with living quarters overhead, and a warehouse. By 1912, Lee’s General Store was open for business. In 1927, he built a stately two-​storey house nearby.

			Ned was a fur trader, one of four principal buyers on the west coast.20 Many purchases at his store were made with the barter system. The First Nations customers traded furs and dogfish oil for sundry items including tobacco, canned goods, gumboots, rifles, calico and that West Coast staple, hardtack (rock-​hard biscuit rounds perfectly suited to sea voyage because they last forever). Business was brisk. Furs piled on the wooden counter included mink, bear, marten, otter, beaver and fur seal. The dogfish oil was carefully measured, with a nail exchanged for each gallon. First Nations people then returned the nails to purchase items, some of which were put on order to be delivered by boat from Victoria or Vancouver.

			Like his sister and brother-in-law Alice and August Lyche, Ned and Bessie suffered a tragic loss. They celebrated the birth of their third child, son Edwin Powers Lee, in June 1913. One year later, twelve-​year-​old son Weston was out in a motorboat in the harbour with his fifteen-​year-​old cousin Alma Lyche. Weston was steering the boat when the tiller rope snapped, and he was thrown into the turbulent water. Alma bravely dove in and tried to reach him, but high wind and waves pushed her back. A rescue party was too late.

			After four hours of searching in twelve metres of water, they retrieved his body. The Victoria Daily Times of July 6, 1914, reported that many friends attended his Victoria funeral, where the coffin was covered with flowers, including “a large wreath from the Ucluelet Arm and Ucluelet Sabbath school.”

			Ned and Bessie’s daughter Marion moved to Victoria, where she became a teacher and married Vadim Stavrakov of Siberia. Son Edwin Powers Lee remained in Ucluelet, but declined taking over the family store, as he and his father did not always see eye to eye. Edwin married Minnie Edwards, daughter of Jonas Edwards, member of another long-​time Ucluelet family. Minnie recounted to her granddaughter Theresa that as a child she lived out past the present-​day bowling alley. Minnie ran swiftly back and forth to school each day on a trail through the woods, terrified by what might be lurking in the trees.

			Since Edwin Jr. avoided the family business, Bessie’s nephew Vince Madden left his job clerking at a Clayoquot store to work at Lee’s General Store. He bought Ned’s business in the early 1940s, and Ned retired in Victoria, living on Lee Avenue next to the old family home.

			Ned Lee died in Victoria in 1958, at the age of eighty, and was interred in Ross Bay Cemetery. His widow Bessie lived to be ninety-​seven. Ned and Bessie Lee left a West Coast legacy, with Lee’s General Store, now the Crow’s Nest, still standing proudly in the heart of town, and Lee descendants carrying on the family line in Ucluelet.

			Dr. Charles Mclean

			Charles Mclean was the first medical doctor in Ucluelet and the surrounding area. He was born in Scotland in 1846, and married his wife Sarah Greig in 1879. While still in Scotland they had five children—three daughters and two sons. By the time they settled in Victoria around 1895, the family had crossed the Atlantic five times, because, as his granddaughter described it, Charles “had itchy feet. He’d been in the Navy and I guess he couldn’t stop.”21 In Victoria, an agent for the Department of Indian Affairs offered Charles a position as medical officer on the west coast. He convinced Sarah to uproot herself again, and they moved into a house built for them on the Hitacu reserve. Dr. Mclean provided medical care to the First Nations people, as well as to settlers of Port Albion, Ucluelet and outlying areas. He died in Victoria in 1930 at the age of eighty-​four.

			William Thompson

			In the mid-​1890s, William Lowell Thompson and his close friend Carl Binns left Ireland to seek their fortune. They worked their way across the Atlantic in a ship called the Lucipara, ending up in Ucluelet in 1896. William’s family members relate that he stepped ashore dapperly dressed in a foxtail coat and silk shirt.

			William was “a short, stocky man with a strong work ethic…and possessed a true pioneering spirit.”22 His varied Ucluelet occupations included farmer, fisherman, telegraph operator, lifeboat captain, ship’s captain and hotel proprietor.

			On May 5, 1903, William married Sarah Mclean, daughter of Dr. Charles Mclean. William and Sarah’s first child, daughter Sheila, was born at Ucluelet East in 1904, delivered by her maternal grandfather. She was said to be the first white child born on Vancouver Island’s west coast.

			In 1907, when a lifeboat station was established at Ucluelet, William joined the crew as coxswain. By 1911, William was lighthouse keeper at Cape Beale. Another daughter, Eileen, was born there, and son Bud (Charles William Thompson) was born in 1913.

			Upon leaving the Cape Beale Lighthouse, the Thompson family returned to Ucluelet. When World War I broke out, William signed up and moved his family to England for the duration of the war. His daughter Sheila later said, “Why we all went over, I don’t know. My father was Irish, and anything can happen with an Irishman.”23 William served aboard a British submarine in the North Sea.

			After the war, William immediately brought his family back to his beloved West Coast and became lifeboat captain at the Spring Cove station. He also started fishing, but postwar recession set in. William looked elsewhere for income to support his family.
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					On their 1903 wedding day, bride Sarah Mclean and groom William Thompson sit in the centre of a dugout canoe. UAHS Archives
				
			The American government had established Prohibition with the 1920 Volstead Act. This opened new employment opportunities, and William had the prerequisites—he was a seafaring man with a love of adventure. Thus began his profitable career as a rum-​runner. His granddaughter Margaret, who was very proud of her enterprising grandfather, told me the cover name for his rum-​running business was “Arctic Fur Trading.”

			William’s son Bud went on a few of the rum-​running trips as a teenager. William’s wife Sarah also made a trip or two. Margaret said she and her sister were shocked to hear that their devout, sweet little (five-​foot-​tall) grandmother disembarked with William in Mexico and entered a canteen. As a young woman, Sarah had been a teetotalling suffragette, with an attitude of “lips that have touched liquor will never touch mine.”24 That all changed when she met the dashing young William Thompson.

			Despite his busy career at sea, William and Sarah also managed the Lyches’ Bayview Lodge for several years. Their daughter Sheila said her parents had a very relaxed attitude towards the enterprise. If it was a lovely day and there were no clients at the hotel, they would just shut it down and go off by boat for picnics. Her father would leave a note on the door: “We are away for the day. Come in and help yourselves. Play the record player and have something to eat if you can find it. We should be home this evening.”25 One time, they returned to find a note from a man named Billy Lord (who later became a well-​known judge in Vancouver), saying he and two others had made themselves bacon and eggs and listened to the record player. The three men had cleaned up the dishes and left money. Sheila said her father’s way of doing business caused some people to think him “a bit of a nut…but it was fun. Nobody can say he wasn’t happy.”26

			In 1931, after several years of running the hotel, the Thompsons gave it up because of Sarah’s arthritis. William returned to the sea.

			That same year, William Thompson disappeared on a return voyage from Shanghai aboard the Chasina, a 235-tonne oil-​fired steamer. The ship had cleared Macao on September 25, 1931, supposedly bound for Ensenada, Mexico. She was never seen again. Theories about her fate vary: Was there a fire, an explosion? Did she go down in a typhoon or other violent storm? Was she taken by pirates for her cargo, with the eleven crew members then murdered and the ship scuttled? To this day, the disappearance of William Thompson and his crew aboard the Chasina remains a mystery.

			Before he left Ucluelet on that last voyage, William and his son Bud built a house along the road from Madden’s General Store, towards the present-​day RCMP building. When her husband did not come home, Sarah moved into the house with Bud, his wife and their children for a while, then joined her siblings in Victoria. Sheila later said if her father had returned, he’d probably eventually “have taken off to Timbuktu.” He was a true adventurer, ensuring life with him held “never a dull moment!”27

			There are many interesting stories to be told about William and Sarah’s three children and descendants, but this book cannot contain them all. I will restrict myself to just one, about their son. Bud was, like his father, an enterprising man. He was a commercial fisherman, owned a hotel and raised chickens on what is now called Hyphocus Island.

			The island called huumanʔiš by the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ was given various names by settlers over the years, including Native Island and Maitland Island. It was pre-​empted by Toichi Nitsui, and then taken from him during the internment of Japanese Canadians during World War II. The island was later owned by Winnifred Maitland, Bud Thompson’s godmother. She gave the island to Bud, and he decided to try his hand at chicken farming to supplement his fishing income.
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					Bud Thompson’s chicken ranch on Hyphocus Island proved to be a challenging endeavour. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			His daughter Margaret said of her dad’s chicken farm, “It was a disaster.” He regularly added on to the second storey of the building with wood taken from the bottom—wood he meant to replace. The floor collapsed; some say this happened when a piercing whistle sounded from the Princess Maquinna as she rounded the point and the chickens went flying everywhere, with more than a few dozen eggs becoming scrambled. Margaret estimated he had about a thousand chickens at the time, and many of them took off for parts unknown. If that had been the only chicken farm mishap, Bud might have persevered. Unfortunately, the chickens he managed to round up contracted avian flu and had to be culled. That was the end of Bud’s foray into chicken farming. He sold the island, reportedly to pay off debts incurred while setting up the poultry business in the first place.

			Carl Binns

			Charles Carlyle Binns was born in Ireland in 1873 and grew up in a well-to-do family in Galway. A longing for change and adventure brought Carl to Ucluelet in 1895, alongside his close friend William Thompson (or “Willio,” as Carl called him). Carl, like William and the other early settlers, worked hard to make a living. Records of the day document his presence as a farmer, miner and storekeeper. Carl also transported mail from Ucluelet to Clayoquot and was on the crew of the Ucluelet lifeboat.

			In 1901, the Daily Colonist reported: “At Uclulet things are becoming more prosperous since the development of the rich placers near by, and C.C. Binns, one of the storekeepers there, has about completed a wharf at which the steamer will tie up, instead of landing passengers and freight by boat as heretofore.”28

			Carl spoke with a strong Irish brogue. It must have been interesting to hear him converse in the Chinook dialect, which he had soon mastered to communicate with the local First Nations people, who referred to him as “Codfish Charlie.”

			On a return visit to Britain to see his sick mother, Carl found a wife in London-​born Ethel Annie Brookes, a leather merchant. In 1905, Carl and Ethel married in Birkenhead, and by 1907 the young couple and their little girl Irene had emigrated to North America, settling in New York City.

			There, two more daughters were born, Phyllis in 1908 and Emmie May in 1909. Carl supported his family by working as a waiter, a job he detested. He longed to leave Manhattan for the wild, open spaces of Ucluelet, and complained after long hours spent waiting tables at the posh Knickerbocker Restaurant that “every step on that marble floor’s polishing me own tombstone.”29

			Carl returned to Ucluelet in 1913 with his wife and three young daughters. Waiting to greet them when the SS Tees tied up at the government wharf was Carl’s old friend “Willio” Thompson. William immediately offered Carl work on the lifeboat crew, and housed Carl and family in the Thompsons’ waterfront home. Ethel’s daughter Phyllis later shared that her mother felt as though she had “stepped off the edge of the world,” but took solace in the view of Mount Ozzard across the harbour.

			Carl decided to build a home for his family, and chose property above the Main Street hill, near the site of the present-​day Co-op store. He had grand plans, including a large living room, dining room and kitchen on the ground floor, with pantry and scullery, six bedrooms on the second floor, and four attic bedrooms. Ethel wanted a cozy cottage, but Carl persevered, eventually confiding he had an eye to the future, when Ucluelet would need a hotel.
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					Carl Binns exemplified West Coast versatility. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			Although Ethel worried the structure would turn out as grandiose as the mansions her husband was accustomed to in Ireland, it had box-​like lines. Some locals said it was too high and narrow to be built on top of the hill and would blow over in a gale. Others commented on the size of the place; one was heard to say, “All those bedrooms! I can’t see why he has to build such a barn of a place!”30 The structure thereafter became known as Binns’ Barn.

			The three Binns daughters loved their father’s “wild Paradise,” exploring the harbour, the beaches and the forest. Tragically, Irene died at the age of ten, having contracted diphtheria from a playmate. More family tragedy followed. Ethel passed away at the age of forty-​one, from uremic poisoning, a complication of pregnancy. She was interred in Ucluelet Cemetery, next to Irene.

			Carl ran Binns’ Barn as a rustic hotel, with his young daughters Phyllis and Emmie working alongside him. After two years, Carl decided it wasn’t viable and took on a job as lighthouse keeper at Amphitrite Point.

			Carl continued to work hard on both land and at sea. He bought a boat called the Reliable (referred to by his daughters as “the Despicable”) to deliver supplies and passengers to logging camps and outposts along the coast. This new enterprise earned him the moniker Cap’n Binns. He lived aboard the Reliable, moored at the main dock in Port Alberni, and also in a float house in Alberni Canal. When Port Alberni port authorities removed his float house while he was away, an indignant Carl left aboard the Reliable to live up the coast. The 1935 voters list shows him as a prospector at Ahousaht, but he was actually based near there, at his Big Boy mine at Herbert Arm.
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					In this early photo of Ucluelet, Binns’ Barn appears as the highest building on the horizon. It served as a substantial family home and was later a hotel and rooming house. The facade of Madden’s General Store shows clearly above the government dock, and the Lyches’ house (later the Bayview Lodge) is on the far right. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			Carl Binns died in 1939 at the age of sixty-​six from a virulent infection, after being flown by float plane from Tofino to Vancouver on what was described in the newspaper as a “heroic mercy flight.”31 Phyllis and Emmie accompanied him on the flight.

			On the day of Carl’s funeral, a pickup truck drove along the narrow dirt road to Ucluelet Cemetery. Phyllis and husband Jack perched on the back to keep the coffin from sliding off as they toasted Carl with a bottle of rye. He was buried next to his wife and their daughter.

			Phyllis and Emmie May were feisty and resourceful, having both worked from a young age to support their father’s endeavours after losing their older sister and their mother. Like their father, they had a variety of jobs, always keen to challenge themselves. They worked as telegraph operators and cannery girls, and assisted their father at his coastal mines. Eventually, Phyllis became a writer in Hollywood, and Emmie May honeymooned on the high seas as the wife of a renowned rum-​runner. Phyllis returned to her West Coast roots when she settled at Long Beach with her second husband, Jack Martin.
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					One of Emmie May Binns’s many adventures was voyaging with her new husband, Stuart Stone, aboard the rum-​runner Malahat. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			George Binns

			George Binns, Carl’s younger brother, was born in 1883, in Galway, Ireland. In 1911, he wed Ellen “Nell” Barrows, daughter of the governor of HM Prison in Belfast. The following year, George and Nell emigrated to Canada with their infant daughter Josephine, more often known as Jo.

			When George fell terminally ill, he brought his wife and little girl to Ucluelet, and they moved in with Carl and family. In 1915, George passed away at the age of thirty-​two, of tubercular meningitis, possibly caused by years spent working in coal mines.

			George was interred in Ucluelet Cemetery. His occupation on his death certificate is shown with the intriguing comment “Attending Camps,” and his previous occupation as “Special police force.” Carl and Ethel continued to provide a home for Nell and little Jo, and for Nell and George’s baby girl, Patricia Ellen, who was born less than two weeks after George passed away.

			Patricia Ellen would grow up to marry Charles William “Bud” Thompson, son of Carl Binns’s friend “Willio” Thompson. Carl and William, close friends since their early days in Galway, would have been thrilled to see their two families thus united.

			August Jansen
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					August Jansen, early whaler, sealer and storekeeper, was known for his “sweet nature” and kindness to all. UAHS Archives
				
			August Jansen (sometimes spelled “Janson”) was born in Sweden in January 1855. He emigrated to Canada in 1878, becoming a naturalized citizen in 1898. The 1891 census shows him residing in Victoria in a large household full of young male immigrants from countries around the world. From his Victoria base, August travelled up and down the coast, crewing on whaling and sealing ships, and by 1900 he had settled in Ucluelet.

			August worked for the Suttons in their Port Albion store. The census of 1901 shows him as residing in their home. When James and Ada Sutton and family moved to the States, August took over the store. He was a “gentleman, short, thick set with blue eyes and fair hair, a sweet nature, good to everyone.”32 His kindness led him to offer credit liberally, which was not always good business sense.

			The store housed a pot-​bellied stove where men of the sea gathered “to talk and spit at it on cold nights. Seafaring tales ran wild from one to another.”33 An enterprising man, August bought salmon and cod from the local First Nations and smoked the fish in a big smokehouse behind the store. He sold cases of the smoked fish to customers in Victoria.

			August had become a skilled cook while crewing on ships, and was known for his hotcakes, served with honey and thick cream. He relished eating cooked halibut heads, eyes and all.

			The Johnsons, a couple from Scotland, helped run the Port Albion store, and took over management of it when August purchased a store at Spring Cove around 1921.

			For a time, August owned the Shelter Islands. They were later renamed the George Fraser Islands, in honour of Ucluelet’s famed horticulturalist, but one is still called Janson Island. The islands are lovely, and locals back then picnicked there on calm days. But the fickle waters of Carolina Channel can boil and churn—August no doubt had some challenging trips transporting his goats and ox across the channel to Ucluelet Harbour.

			August Jansen is last listed in the Ucluelet city directories of 1929 and 1930, still working as a storekeeper and postmaster. From there, he retired to Victoria, until he fell ill and moved to live with the Johnsons in Vancouver. He died there in 1935, at the age of seventy-​nine.

			Hitacu Elders Sarah Tutube and Gladys Sam used to paddle over to the Shelter Islands in the fall and pick fruit from the trees planted on those rugged islands years earlier by August Jansen.

			George Fraser

			George Fraser, horticulturist extraordinaire, left his mark on Ucluelet and the surrounding area in a tangible way, literally blooming for all to see and enjoy. He was not only a Ucluelet pioneer, but “a true pioneer in his field.”34

			George Fraser was born in Lossiemouth, Scotland, in 1854. At seventeen, he started work as a gardener at Christies Nursery in Fochabers, then worked at several other estates, eventually becoming head gardener at the country estate of Auchmore in Perthshire.

			In 1883, twenty-​nine-​year-​old George and sister Maggie emigrated to Canada. They crossed the Atlantic aboard SS Manitoban, landing in Quebec in mid-​May. The ship’s name was serendipitous, as they settled in Winnipeg, where George worked on the construction of the Canadian Pacific Railway. He also ran a greenhouse with a partner, John G. Johnson. Maggie married a local rancher and lived out her years in Manitoba. In 1888, George moved to Victoria, leaving the harsh Manitoba winters behind. John Johnson went with him.

			In the balmier climate, George and John grew fruit and vegetables on their fifty-​acre Craig’s End Farm. George also worked as foreman of the newly designed Beacon Hill Park. His legacy there remains, notably in the magnificent rhododendron garden near Fountain Lake. George worked under well-​known landscape gardener John Blair, winner of the competition to design and construct the park.

			In 1889, George purchased 136 acres on the north side of Sproat Lake, near Port Alberni, but found the land unsuitable for a nursery, so he looked to the milder, more humid climate of Vancouver Island’s west coast. In 1892, he purchased Lot 21 on the Ucluth Peninsula. The lot consisted of 236 acres, at a cost of one dollar per acre. These acres would one day become the main part of the village of Ucluelet.

			George hacked his way through dense vegetation to create a space for his house and garden. He eventually cleared four and a half acres within a larger eight-​acre area and set about, with perseverance and innovation, to establish his nursery.

			He enriched the soil with seaweed, which was plentiful along the harbour, and with cow manure from the Lyche farm. George loaded the manure onto a scow, then towed it to his property with his small grey rowboat.

			George tried fishing from his rowboat, with little success. One day, some Hitacu residents helped him out with a gift of fish thrown into his boat. Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ citizens gave him an Indigenous name, “As ka iik,” meaning “prone to having a dirty face,” appropriate for a full-​time gardener such as George.

			Most of George’s business was conducted by mail. The plants were sent away carefully wrapped in sphagnum moss, inside crates made from driftwood. His 1915 catalogue of stock showed a large variety of available plants. The even more extensive 1925 catalogue is entitled “Azaleas, Heather, Hollies, Roses, Pernettyas, Rhododendrons, and other shrubs and plants including Native Hybrids Grown by George Fraser.”35 George was successful with creative plant hybridization, crossing domestic species with plants native to Vancouver Island.

			George consistently shared plants, cuttings and gardening information not only with local settlers, but farther afield. Resigned to the fact that his chosen passion would never lead to riches, he wrote in 1936: “There is one beautiful thing about our business, there is no danger of us making too much money that we are likely to be kidnapped.”36 George was philosophical about Ucluelet’s depleted soil and prolific weeds, but complained of the irrepressible deer. He said only the smallest shrubs escaped them, adding: “They can only be shot by pit-​lamp and there is a five hundred dollar fine.” Present-​day gardeners in Ucluelet still struggle with the voracious deer.

			George exchanged seeds with Jennie Butchart, the driving force behind Victoria’s world-​renowned Butchart Gardens, and some of his plants still bloom there, in what is now a National Historic Site of Canada. During World War II, George planted a favourite Scottish heather called Calluna vulgaris along the Tofino airfield runways. He gave packets filled with seeds to pilot friends at the base. At his request, they scattered the seeds from their planes as they flew over the mountains near Ucluelet. Calluna vulgaris now grows in many spots around Ucluelet and Tofino.

			When the town threw George a party on his eighty-​third birthday, he danced, played his violin and sang several Scottish tunes. Fritz Bonetti yodelled, and his nephew Henry played the accordion. After the singing of “Auld Lang Syne,” “everyone joined in giving three cheers for Mr. Fraser.”37

			George Fraser remained in Ucluelet until the last few days of his life. Nearing the end, his friends carried him to the boat that would take him to the hospital in Port Alberni. George told his friend Bud Thompson, “I don’t know where I’m going to end up but it really doesn’t matter, I’ve had my Heaven here on earth.”38 He died two days later, on May 4, 1944, at the age of ninety, in Port Alberni.

			George Fraser was a humble, gentle soul. One wonders what he would think of his present-​day fame. Memorials to him can be found in Victoria, in his home country of Scotland, and throughout Ucluelet. His legacy still blooms in the rhododendrons nurtured by Bob Sinclair in his Misty Gardens. Retired schoolteacher and avid historian David McIntosh is the local expert on George Fraser. Wanda McAvoy, Parks foreperson, has devoted years to nurturing George Fraser’s plants and his memory. Their work, along with the other members of the George Fraser Society, ensures his history and his rhododendrons continue to flourish. Rhodo aficionados Bill Dale and the late Dr. Stuart Holland also kept George Fraser’s legacy alive.

			James Fraser

			James Fraser was born in 1870 in Fochabers, Scotland. James and his brother William followed their half-​siblings George and Maggie to Canada. Ultimately, like George, they ended up in Ucluelet.

			When James arrived in “Eucluelet” in 1901, he first worked as a gold miner. When that fizzled out, he found some success in farming. The Daily Colonist of March 2, 1913, reported on his two acres of strawberries, describing the fruit as “pre-​eminently suited” to Ucluelet’s climate.

			In 1916, James married Ellen Louisa Binns in Ucluelet East. Their marriage illustrates the complex family trees found in small communities. Ellen, sixteen years younger than James, was the widow of Carl Binns’s brother George.

			In 1918 and 1919, James was the watchman at the Ucluelet lifeboat station and lighthouse keeper at Amphitrite. His outspoken letters regarding employment there shed light on the trying working conditions.

			In 1922, when a $10,000 grant was allocated towards the Ucluelet–​Tofino road, James was foreman of a small crew who worked at “clearing and grubbing.”39

			James passed away in Ucluelet in 1931, leaving Ellen once more a widow. In 1934, she married James’s younger brother William Fraser in Ucluelet. William had worked as an ironmonger’s assistant in Scotland before coming to Canada. He was customs officer in Ucluelet. William passed away in Port Alberni in 1942 at the age of sixty. Ellen continued to live in Ucluelet and passed away in 1973 at the West Coast General Hospital.

			Herbert Hillier

			Herbert James Hillier, a key player in Ucluelet history, was born in Victoria in 1873, and lived with his parents and six siblings on their Burnside area farm. When Herbert was just eight, he and his siblings were orphaned. Some of the children were adopted, splitting up the family. Family stories relate that Herbert and his younger brother Jack were in a Victoria orphanage for a time, then ran away, stole a dugout canoe and rowed across Juan de Fuca Strait to the US.40

			The boys eventually returned to Victoria, where Jack was adopted by a farmer named Porter. As a young man, Herbert found work as a butcher at Victoria’s first slaughterhouse.

			Herbert’s bride, Rosa Alberta Hess, was born in Oregon. Herbert brought her and their infant son William to Ucluelet in 1898, aboard SS Willipa. The young couple worked together, running a cookhouse to feed the gold miners at Wreck Bay. During the five years they worked there, an estimated $40,000 worth of gold was gleaned from the Wreck Bay sand.41

			In 1902, Herbert was hired as foreman on construction of a road between Ucluelet and Tofino. Funds were limited and progress was slow, with heavy use of crosscut saws, picks, shovels and wheelbarrows. Work on the road would be sporadic over the years, and it was not completed until there was the need for an airport during World War II.

			In 1903, Herbert, no stranger to manual labour, worked on constructing a government telegraph line between Port Alberni and Clayoquot. He then became a telegraph lineman and took his family to live at Curwen Beach, towards Toquart Bay. Seeing the need for a more sheltered site, Herbert relocated to what became known as Hillier Island.
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					The Hillier family in front of their home at Port Albion. (The house was built by William Thompson.) D’Arcy Thompson
				
			Their son Bert later reflected on his parents’ decision to settle on the wild west coast. “Damn it man, somebody had to make a start. Somebody had to be content with cabins, outdoor plumbing, privations and hardships. Somebody had to make sacrifices and say, ‘This is going to be where we’re going to live from now on.’ And mean it. My folks meant it. They proved it.”42

			Around 1907, Herbert transferred to Ucluelet as both telegraph operator and lineman, taking over from William Thompson, who had moved to Cape Beale to run the lighthouse. Herbert then switched from canoe to a small, open powerboat, which he named the Rosa, after his wife. He was said to have caught the first spring salmon inside the harbour from a powerboat.

			The Canadian census of 1911 shows Herbert and Rosa living at Ucluelet, and Herbert’s occupation as telegraph operator. Rosa lists her occupation as “none” despite the fact she was keeping house for herself, her husband, their four young children, her husband’s brother and three boarders, one of them aged thirteen. I would venture to say Rosa Hillier had very little free time!

			In 1935, Herbert was awarded the King George V Silver Jubilee Medal for his many years of service. He retired from his position as Ucluelet’s telegraph agent and lineman in 1937. Herbert proudly wore his long-​service award ribbon on his lapel right up to his death.

			Rosa passed away in the Port Alberni Hospital in 1942 and was interred in Ucluelet Cemetery. In his retirement years, Herbert devoted himself to his garden, acquiring plants and gardening tips from his good friend George Fraser. Herbert passed away in 1953 and is interred next to Rosa in Ucluelet Cemetery.

			The Hillier Descendants

			Herbert and Rosa’s four sons were also true West Coast pioneers. William Leslie “Bill” Hillier was born in 1897, in Portland, Oregon, and came to Ucluelet with his parents as an infant.

			He married Elsie Annie Karn in 1922. Bill was a telegraph lineman, and the young couple lived at Port Renfrew and then Coal Harbour before moving back to Ucluelet in 1935. While Bill was based out at Hillier Island during the weekend, Elsie was busy at home with their three children, Enid, Frank and Don. Elsie was a true west coaster. One of Frank’s chores was to keep the fireplaces supplied with wood. His dad brought logs onto the beach, and Frank cut off blocks, then chopped them for firewood. He recalled one time when he was twelve and his mom, who was five feet tall and has been described as “just a slip of a girl,” came down to the beach and used the crosscut saw to cut off blocks faster than he could.

			Bill and Elsie’s son Don, proprietor of Madden’s General Store, died in a tragic boating accident in 1969. There were ten people, both adults and children, aboard a five-​metre plywood speedboat at Long Beach. They were circling Sea Lion Rock when the boat capsized, hit broadside by a wave. Don died in the horrific accident, along with his three-​year-​old son Todd and two boys from the Garnett family, aged fifteen and five.
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					Three of the four Hillier brothers (from left: Bert, George and Pete). They were all hunters and trappers. UAHS Archives
				
			Grant Garnett, once a teacher in Ucluelet, was visiting the area at the time of the accident. He, his wife, three of their sons and a young friend survived because of the heroic actions of Ucluelet fisherman Ernie Edwards and his seventeen-​year-​old grandson Paul. Ernie, a close friend of Don’s, was twenty minutes away when he heard of the dire situation. He rushed to the scene aboard his troller, the Tribute, and manoeuvred through breakers and among rocks while his grandson pulled the survivors, one by one, aboard the boat. Ernie and Paul were later awarded medals in recognition of their bravery. Don’s widow Betty was left with five children to raise.

			Herbert Edward “Bert” Hillier was born in 1901 in Saanich.

			Bert was a commercial fisherman and then a fish buyer. He also had two traplines, one along the shoreline to Maggie River, and one out on islands in Barkley Sound. Along the shoreline he trapped mainly raccoons and martens, and on the islands mainly mink and otter. In a speech he gave to the Chamber of Commerce, he said his Irish terrier went with him on the traplines, “fighting everything except its own shadow.”43 Bert commended that terrier as the spunkiest and most reliable animal he’d ever known, adding that over the years he’d shot around thirty cougars to defend his faithful dog. Bert described himself in the woods as “fit as a fiddle…and as happy as any man could be.” He loved the freedom of overseeing his own destiny, saying it was “worth a king’s ransom.”44

			
					[image: ]
					In 1926, Bert and Victoria Henrietta “Queenie” Whipp were married in the Ucluelet schoolhouse. When Queenie emigrated to Canada with her parents in 1911, the family settled in Port Albion and were neighbours to the Hillier family. Leona Taylor
				
			Bert and his wife Queenie had two daughters, Rosa and Victoria (“Tory”). Queenie passed away in 1946 and Bert eventually married his second wife, Coral Diplock. He lived out his years in Ucluelet.

			George Barkley Everett Hillier was born in 1904 at the family home in Barkley Sound, which inspired one of his middle names. George was around three years of age when his family moved from Hillier Island to Port Albion.

			George started commercial fishing at an early age, first trolling and then using the seine boats Manhattan I and Manhattan II. He then had the seiner Hillier Queen built by Wingen’s shipyard in Tofino.

			George’s dogs, Whisky, Brandy and Pal, would swim after George and his boat across from Port Albion to the Ucluelet wharf, and on one occasion the Uchuck stopped mid-​harbour as the three dogs passed her bow.45 George gave Pal to the Stuart family in the 1950s, and the huge black dog became the official greeter at Amphitrite Point.
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					Queenie Whipp’s brothers appeared to have a novel way of cutting the wedding cake! Leona Taylor
				
			George was an area co-ordinator of BC Search and Rescue. He participated in many rescues at sea, and towed countless disabled fishboats safely into harbour. He said he’d lost track of how many rescue trips he’d made, but “what the heck, tomorrow you might need help yourself.”46 Once, George rescued a man who was adrift after stealing George’s own canoe.47

			When George fell ill in July 1964, some speculated he was suffering from paralytic shellfish poisoning. It was soon established he had polio, and he was rushed to a Victoria hospital and put in an iron lung. His was the last recorded case of paralytic polio in BC.48 When George contracted polio, a large number of vaccines were sent to Port Albion to immunize residents.

			Ruth Tugwell, George’s cousin and dear friend, closed her store to be at his side. He was later sent to Vancouver for rehabilitation. George and Ruth were married in the Pearson Hospital chapel in 1965, with him in a wheelchair. Upon returning to Ucluelet two days later, they were greeted by over 150 friends and relatives, who had prepared a wedding reception for them at the Ucluelet Athletic Club Hall.

			Peter Gordon “Pete” Hillier was born in Ucluelet in 1907. Pete recalled that while growing up, he never missed a day of school, despite having to travel by canoe across the bay to the little schoolhouse in Ucluelet. Like many west coasters of that era, he dropped out of school—in his case at age fifteen—to make a living. Pete worked in the machine-​shop trade for four years, then went fishing. “Never owned a boat of my own,” he said, “but I captained my brother’s [George’s] boat all the time. I must’ve been in every nook and corner on the BC coast as far as Prince Rupert.”49

			Like his brothers, Pete was a trapper and hunter who thought nothing of packing deer carcasses back to the village from Long Beach.

			Pete married Ethel Anderson of Tofino in 1943. The couple had a son Leslie, and two daughters, Linda Sohier and Joan Gates.

			In 1956, Pete left fishing to return to work in a machine shop. After three years as an employee, he bought the business situated at the foot of Fraser Lane. After selling the business in 1972, Pete drove school buses and volunteered in the community.

			Thomas Tugwell

			Growing up in Ucluelet, I knew there was a strong connection between two long-​time settler families, the Hilliers and the Tugwells. When I delved into research, I discovered the fascinating story that binds them together.

			Thomas Tugwell Jr. was born in 1879 to William and Elizabeth Hillier, parents of the aforementioned Herbert Hillier. Elizabeth died on Christmas day of 1881, after giving birth to a baby girl. When Willliam died the following year, prominent Sooke rancher Thomas Tugwell and his wife adopted one-​year-​old Elizabeth and three-​year-​old Thomas. Thomas later stated that the couple adopted him to keep his sister company.50

			For a time, Thomas and sister Elizabeth worked with Thomas Sr. in the Yukon, where (according to the explorenorth.com website) they advertised their roadhouse as “the only wooden building with rooms.” Young Thomas also delivered the Royal Mail between Log Cabin and Atlin. In winter he travelled by dogsled, and in summer by rowboat or on foot.

			Around 1906, Thomas Jr. visited Ucluelet, reconnecting with two of his brothers, Herbert and Jack Hillier. He had previously been up the coast with his adoptive father in 1897, on a prospecting trip aboard SS Tees.51

			After a short stay, Thomas Jr. headed north again, becoming postmaster at Log Cabin. He returned to live full time in Ucluelet in 1910, taking his place as one of Ucluelet’s pioneers.

			Thomas’s wife, Agnes, was a capable, resilient woman who in her early teens helped her father with placer mining in the Yukon and drove the family dogsled seventy-​two kilometres daily to work at Atlin Hospital. The nurses recognized a natural talent. With their encouragement, Agnes studied at Prince Rupert Hospital, graduating in its first nursing class. Upon marrying Thomas Tugwell Jr. in Vancouver in 1915, Agnes gave up her “official” nursing career. However, many benefited from her medical knowledge in the ensuing years.

			Thomas brought his new bride home to Ucluelet by steamer. They were welcomed at the dock with a shower of rice. A carpenter by trade, Thomas had been busy building a home at the corner of Main Street and Peninsula Road. It was not quite finished, so the couple lived for a time with his brother Herbert and family at Port Albion. They then moved to Spring Cove, where he worked at the lifeboat station.
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					Tugwell’s Bakery on the left and the family’s home on the right, at the top of Main Street hill, circa 1950. UAHS Archives
				
			In April 1916, the new home was ready. At the writing of this book, the house still stands. When the couple’s first child was born, Thomas switched to employment at a fish plant across the bay, in order to work day shifts. When BC Packers brought a fish-​buying scow into Spring Cove, he was hired to run it.

			During the Depression, Thomas worked as a cook for a camp of unemployed men. Then, in 1940, with the help of his family, he built a bakery near the top of Main Street hill, next to their house. He and Agnes ran the popular Tugwell’s Bakery until 1958.

			Thomas passed away in 1959 at his home in Ucluelet. The funeral was held in St. Aidan’s Church, and Thomas was interred in Ucluelet Cemetery. Agnes passed away at a private hospital in Burnaby in 1971 and was interred next to her beloved husband. Thomas and Agnes had four children: Ruth, Thomas “Bud”, Beth and Bernard. They, like their parents, contributed greatly to the community of Ucluelet.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 8 More Settlers Arrive

			Settlers were drawn to the area by advertisements describing fertile land available for pre-​emption. The price seemed too good to pass up—if they followed through on required stipulations (clear the land, build houses, outbuildings and fences), the land could be theirs for taxes paid. From 1911 to 1913, many settlers arrived on the west coast of Vancouver Island in search of a better life.

			Although some early settlers were keen to welcome more people, Carl Binns felt sorry for the newcomers, saying: “Poor divils…Sent out to some God-​forsaken swamp in the wilds miles from the settlement. Blast the government anyway!”1

			The island’s west coast sounded like a veritable paradise. The Ucluelet branch of the Vancouver Island Development League advertised land which, when “properly drained, will develop good land for mixed farming, especially fruit growing.” The full-​page ad touted “the best climate in the world,” elaborating: “fine in spring, summer and early fall, mild, a fair rainfall, and little snow. There are no extremes.” The ad also stated that “Long Beach, about seven miles from Ucluelet Harbour, is an ideal proposition for a summer resort.” The ad extolled the abundance of fish, including trout, salmon, cod and halibut. Regarding transportation, it spelled out the limited steamship schedule, but optimistically said “the Provincial Government is building new roads. A wagon road is being built from Alberni to Clayoquot passing through Ucluelet district.”2 This proved to be a hollow promise—the road would not push through for close to another half-​century.

			The Victoria Daily Colonist of January 19, 1911, reported the SS Tees sailing for the west coast carrying twelve men representing twenty families seeking pre-​emptions in the San Josef and Ucluelet districts. The men were so keen that “in the event of their failing to obtain pre-​emptions a number have decided to purchase land.” Later, in a Victoria Daily Colonist article published on December 3, 1922, one pre-​emptionist would extol the land as “of the best possible description on the island.”

			The Karns

			The promise of prime farmland lured William Karn and his family to Canada. A crowd of relatives waved them off when they left Liverpool in February 1911. The second-​class journey across the Atlantic aboard the Empress of Britain must have been both exciting and challenging for William, wife Kate, both in their early forties, and four daughters: Marjorie sixteen, Elsie fourteen, Norah six, and wee Mary, just ten months. Norah was terribly seasick on the voyage and begged her father to convince the captain to stop the ship until she fell asleep.

			They were relieved to arrive in New Brunswick on February 18, 1911. Once on dry land, the family boarded a train. Norah later shared that “most of us suffered train sickness in the stuffy old coaches across Canada.”3

			Upon arrival in New Westminster, BC, William left his family with Kate’s brother and sister-in-law, Walter and Faith Saggers, and their son George, and set off for Ucluelet. His brother-in-law Walter would later join him, as they were equal partners in a 320-acre pre-​emption.

			William’s first challenge was to get to Ucluelet. He travelled from Vancouver to Nanaimo by boat. Finding no means of transportation to Port Alberni, William hiked there by trail, then caught the steamship Tees to Ucluelet. More hiking awaited him. William’s “Pre-​emption number 273” consisted of 160 acres between Kennedy Lake and Long Beach. The site he chose to build on was about a quarter mile inland from the present Wickaninnish Road. To get there, William walked from the head of Ucluelet Inlet by trail to Wreck Bay, then walked part of Long Beach, then went through the dense bush to the homestead site.

			His daughter Norah later reflected: “I often wonder what Father’s reaction was when he found his 160-acre parcel of heavily forested, virgin land, and if he realized the enormity of the task before him to clear that forest and build a home for a wife and four girls. But tackle it he did—sawed down the trees (by hand) and used dynamite, fires and manpower to get out the stumps. No such thing as bulldozers or cats [Caterpillar tractors] to do the heavy work in those days. All the work was accomplished with hand tools. Having sold everything in England, there was no turning back, and with a sheer determination and English stubbornness, my Dad forged ahead.”4

			William persevered in his goal to tame the land and establish a home. He hiked that route many times, laden with supplies, including a hundred-​pound sack of sugar, sacks of rice and flour, and even a cast-​iron stove. A builder by trade, he also carried many tools.

			With most of his material supplied by the land, William hurried to build a home so he could bring his family to join him in their new life. He was strong and fit from years of manual labour and his recreational pastimes of “lightweight boxing and Indian club swinging.”5 He would later do a performance of club swinging at the community hall in Ucluelet.

			In January 1912, the house completed, William brought his family from New Westminster. They came across by boat, took the train from Nanaimo to Port Alberni, then caught the steamship Tees to Ucluelet. The family of six then hiked the trail to Wreck Bay, along the beaches and up through the bush—all this while packing suitcases. It was rough and wild, a far cry from the stately homes and manicured lawns of England. Descendant Ann Branscombe said her grandmother must have wondered “where the hell they were coming to!”6
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					William and Kate Karn, shown here with three of their daughters, Norah, Marjorie and Mary, in front of their new pre-​emption home near Long Beach. Karn Family
				
			But a four-​room house awaited them, solidly built and covered with hand-​split cedar shakes. The house was fronted with a wide veranda, and attractive climbing roses and vines would eventually cover the posts. William found time to craft a rocking horse for Mary, naming it “Pierre Point Morgan.” Little Mary loved rocking on the front veranda, and Norah enjoyed the swing her father constructed there.

			The family set about making the house a home, hanging pictures and arranging furniture, most of it handcrafted from cedar slabs by William. Mrs. Karn later padded the couch and easy chair with fabric stuffed with pine needles. One treasured piece of furniture was a small desk they had brought with them from England and carried along the trails and beaches to grace their new home. A rich English tapestry separated kitchen and living room.

			Getting groceries was not a quick trip to the store. William hiked nine kilometres to the head of Ucluelet Inlet, then rowed a borrowed skiff five kilometres to Jansen’s Store in Port Albion, then five kilometres back to stow the boat and load the groceries on a backpack frame to carry to the homestead.

			William built a corduroy road into the homestead.7 Though much of the area was swamp and bush, the Karns cleared some fertile land and grew vegetables, fruit and flowers, and feed for a few chickens and ducks, a horse and a cow. Owls and raccoons harassed the poultry. The horse fell in a ditch, broke its leg and had to be shot. The cow disappeared, presumed to have fallen victim to a cougar. (The children never saw cougars on the property but did see mother bears and cubs.) On berry-​picking expeditions, the children hung red fabric on branches to avoid getting lost.

			Winters were long and cold back then. Norah recalled lots of snow, and huge icicles hanging from the roof and trees. Supplying wood for the stove was a never-​ending chore. In summer, the stove had to be kept going for cooking. There were several scares when sparks landed on the dry cedar shakes. One time, Mrs. Karn and the two youngest girls were the only ones home when the roof caught fire. She climbed a ladder and straddled the roof peak, pouring water until the fire was out. Young Norah climbed up several times with more buckets of water.

			The Karns were a hospitable family, and many bachelors enjoyed home-​cooked meals there. Daughter Norah recounted how an “erratic Englishman” named Charles Hughes would routinely, after the first course, excuse himself, stand up and turn around to loosen his belt, then sit back down and start on dessert. Another time, he politely declined a second helping of dessert; he said no, “but his eyes said yes. After a quick exit from the table…to loosen his belt a notch,” he came back for seconds.8

			Despite all the work required for day-to-day existence, William made time to read, sing and study astronomy. The children’s lessons were not neglected, and they did well when they later attended public school.

			Hopeful settlers continued to arrive, and William Karn, compass at the ready, helped them locate their pre-​emptions. Fritz Bonetti, who would become one of Ucluelet’s long-​time settlers, was thrilled to meet the Karns. The family was walking home along Wreck Bay and saw a little man approaching, waving his arms and speaking a foreign language. “None of us could understand him and of course he couldn’t understand us.”9 He later told them he couldn’t contain his excitement upon seeing a family.

			Many settlers struggled with the harsh environment, and as time went by, more and more of them left. The promised idyllic life seemed nothing but a pipe dream.

			The Almond family cleared their pre-​emption and put up buildings near the Karn homestead. But they lost everything when a fire destroyed their home. Disillusioned, the Almonds moved back to Ontario.

			Other pre-​emptionists included the Hildebrands, Ken Alexander and a Mr. Beatty.

			The Karns were among the first settlers to pre-​empt that area and among the last to leave. Around the time World War I broke out, they reluctantly moved into Stapleby, a small settlement established around 1910 near the head of the harbour. There, the two youngest girls could start school. William put his masonry experience to good use, building fireplaces and chimneys for locals. He made a valiant two-​year attempt at commercial fishing despite “the constant misery of sea sickness.”10

			The four Karn daughters married, adding to the family tree. Marjorie married Wilfred Thornton; Elsie married Bill Hillier; Norah married Jack Thompson; Mary married my father’s eldest brother, Art Baird.

			William Henry Karn passed away in Ucluelet on January 6, 1945, at the age of seventy-​nine. His wife, Kate, carried on for another seventeen years, like her husband a well-​loved and honoured member of the community. A write-up of her eighty-​sixth birthday party, which I attended as a young child, gives a sense of her life: “The children had refreshments on the lawn where Carol Krogstad played ‘Happy Birthday to You’ on the accordion, afterward singing to the party.” It goes on to describe Mrs. Karn as “very active in her home, doing her own cooking and sewing, and…assisting in bottling over two hundred jars of vegetables for this winter. She carries on a large correspondence and is keenly interested in world affairs.”11

			Kate Karn passed away on the morning of July 10, 1962, in Ucluelet, at the Fraser Lane home of her daughter Norah Thompson. She was in her ninety-​fourth year. She is interred near her husband, William, in Ucluelet Cemetery.

			Fritz Bonetti
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					After his sister died in Switzerland, Fritz Bonetti brought his nephew Henry (Enrico) to Ucluelet. Shirley Pynn
				
			Fritz Bonetti, who had been so excited to meet the Karns, arrived in 1911 to homestead near Long Beach. He had travelled from Switzerland to the US, then had crossed into Canada at North Portal, Saskatchewan, and continued on to Ucluelet. Fritz cleared five acres of his pre-​empted land, put in a farm and nurtured a productive garden and fruit trees.

			In 1919, Fritz left Ucluelet for Oregon in search of work. He returned to his pre-​emption in 1922 and carried on homesteading.

			In 1926, Fritz returned to Switzerland, planning to bring his widowed sister and her young son back to Ucluelet to live with him. Unfortunately, his sister died while he was there. Fritz settled the estate and returned to Canada with his now-​orphaned nephew, six-​year-​old Enrico. They sailed from Cherbourg, France, arriving in Halifax in June 1926. Upon arrival, Fritz had a hundred dollars in his pocket and listed his occupation as “farmer.” From Halifax, they made their way to Ucluelet, where young Enrico became known as Henry.

			Fritz was said to be the last settler to leave the pre-​emptions around Long Beach. In 1931, he bought part of the old Vosberg homestead, and he and Henry moved into Ucluelet. Henry eventually built Ucluelet’s first bowling alley, which still stands with some alterations, on the site of his uncle’s former Ucluelet property on Peninsula Road, at the entrance to Ucluelet. When Fritz passed away in 1969 at the age of eighty-​five, the song “Keep Your Eyes on the Prize” was sung at his funeral. It seems appropriate for such a tenacious pioneer.

			The Fletchers
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					The Fletcher family home, Mount View, circa 1925. Chris and Hannah Fletcher were renowned for the gardens they planted. Leona Taylor
				
			Chris and Hannah Fletcher came to Canada from England, where they had married in 1906. After arriving in Montreal in 1908, they crossed the country to Victoria and took on a pre-​emption in Ucluelet. On the arrival documents in Montreal, Chris listed his occupation as “lumberman,” and his skills were put to good use in clearing his Ucluelet property.

			The Fletcher family moved in from their pre-​emption near Kennedy Lake to a scenic piece of land on Ucluelet Harbour. The site became known as Fletcher’s Cove. Their three children attended Stapleby School. As of this writing, the house still stands, surrounded by the gardens once lovingly planted and cared for by Chris and Hannah.

			In 1929, Chris took on the position of lighthouse keeper at Amphitrite Point. They suffered the loss of two of their children. Daughter Violet had left Ucluelet to train as a registered nurse at St. Joseph’s Hospital in Victoria. She stayed on there for her nursing career and passed away in 1939 from pulmonary tuberculosis, at the age of twenty-​nine. Son Clarence died in 1948 at the age of twenty-​six, of polio.

			After Chris’s retirement from Amphitrite, he and Hannah spent many years at their beloved Mount View before moving to Victoria, where Hannah passed away in 1978 at the age of ninety-​five. Chris lived to the age of ninety-​six.

			The Saggers

			Walter Saggers, like his older sister Kate (wife of William Karn), was born in England. By 1905, he was living in Brandon, Manitoba, where he married Faith Rosa Fuller, who had been born in Australia. Their son George was born in Brandon in 1906. Three years later, they headed for BC, eventually settling in Vancouver. Walter moved out to Ucluelet to join his brother-in-law William Karn on their shared pre-​emption, and soon relocated to pre-​empted land at Stapleby, where he was joined by Faith and son George. As well as clearing his land, Walter worked as a deep-​sea fisherman.

			Their son met his future bride at Stapleby School. Laura Inskip was a student at the school, where her mother taught while Laura’s father was away at war. George married Laura in 1932, at Noble Creek, BC. They had two children, George Jr. and Shirley. The Saggers were family friends, and I am proud to be named after Shirley.

			Faith and Walter eventually moved from their Stapleby property down to Spring Cove, where they ran a two-​storey store purchased from August Jansen. Playing pool above the store was a popular pastime for some locals. George, Laura and their two children also lived at Spring Cove until around 1939, when they moved into the community of Ucluelet. Shirley believes they moved because she had started school then, and although she was comfortable with the boat rides to school, her parents realized she was afraid to walk part of the way back home by herself, along the wooded trail between Ucluelet and Spring Cove.

			Soon after World War II began, the Saggers families moved to Victoria, into houses directly across the street from each other. As George continued commercial fishing out of Ucluelet, Laura and the children returned for visits as soon as school was out each summer. George Jr. also became a well-​known west coast fisherman.

			The MacDonalds

			James MacDonald’s family had a homestead next to Fritz Bonetti’s. James Blaine MacDonald was born in Ayrshire, Scotland, and came to Canada with his father, Thomas MacDonald, in 1907. James worked as a miner on Vancouver Island, in Extension, Harewood and South Wellington.
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					From left: Gib Wesnedge, Lilias MacDonald, Harold Baird, Jean MacDonald, Victoria and Thomas MacDonald. Lois Moraes
				
			In 1912, James and his father, Thomas, were drawn to Ucluelet by talk of future development, including the possibility of a CPR hotel at Long Beach. Father and son worked on their pre-​emptions, which were side by side in the area where the landfill now is. They built a cabin and returned regularly from Nanaimo to work on the land. In the 1930s, James, wife Jeannie and family lived on a second pre-​emption. The present road to Tofino was put in through their property; their rhododendrons can still be seen at the side of the highway.

			James worked on the road from the head of Ucluelet Inlet to Long Beach with a steam donkey engine. He and Jeannie had four children: Elizabeth, Thomas, Lilias (who married my uncle Harold Baird) and Jean. Disillusioned with life on the pre-​emption, James and Jeannie eventually returned to the Nanaimo area, where James resumed mining.

			The Thorntons

			Wilfred Thornton was born in Nottingham, England, and emigrated to Canada in 1909, at the age of twenty-​one. By 1910, he had arrived in Ucluelet, accompanied by his brothers Sid and Ed.

			He pre-​empted acreage at the head of Ucluelet Arm, living there in a small log cabin while he built a larger house. Sid and Ed helped with the building and then went to Australia, where they ran a bike shop before returning to England.

			Like so many other settlers, Wilfred worked at a variety of jobs. He was a carpenter and owned a construction company, building many wharves and floats. He also worked as foreman on the first road between Ucluelet and Tofino. Wilfred spent long hours on the water, both commercial fishing and running a boat taxi service between Ucluelet, Port Alberni and other west coast destinations.

			Wilfred married into another pre-​emption family in 1915, when, at age twenty-​six, he wed twenty-​year-​old Marjorie Karn. After serving overseas during World War I, Wilfred returned to Ucluelet Arm, and he and Marjorie had two sons, Philip and Harold. They had good farming land where “excellent garden truck was grown.”12

			Sadly, Marjorie passed away when she was just thirty-​eight. Wilfred shared his home with his widowed mother-in-law, Kate Karn, adjacent to Kennedy Lake logging camp, which was established on land he had sold to the forestry company MacMillan and Bloedel.
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					After clearing his pre-​emption at the head of Ucluelet Harbour, Wilfred Thornton eventually established a farm. Produce included blackcurrants and gooseberries, which were sent to Victoria canneries. Karn Family
				
			Their eldest son, Philip, ran a Ucluelet hardware store for many years. Younger son Harold logged, and he and his wife, Mavis, built and ran the Thornton Motel.

			Edward Homewood

			Edward Homewood left England aboard the Lusitania in March 1908. Not yet eighteen, he was off to the New World. Ed landed in New York and found work on a farm. Over the next two years, he worked his way through fourteen states, mainly on farms, but also by hanging wallpaper, doing laundry—he appreciated that the job was warm in the dead of winter—and logging in Washington state. From there, Ed headed up to Canada’s West Coast, lured by the “extravagant advertisements” about available land.13

			Ed arrived in Ucluelet aboard the SS Tees in 1910, to commence work on his pre-​empted 160 acres. He later said that “the government was betting the land against a promise the holder would stay with it for three years and make certain improvements.”14 Ed looked for local employment, finding jobs “neither steady or numerous.” He helped string the first telephone line between Ucluelet and Toquart and worked on the road between Ucluelet and Tofino. In 1911, he got hired for eighty-​five dollars a month on the Ucluelet lifeboat and was a crew member when it capsized and one man drowned. Ed recalled that the supposedly self-​righting boat turned bottom-up and stayed that way. He decided to try commercial fishing for the summer of 1912.

			Then, like so many west coasters, Ed changed jobs again. In 1913, the Canadian Northern Railway was building along Alberni Canal—Ed ferried the workers back and forth in his launch. “I had to collect my round-​trip fares before my passengers embarked,” he later chuckled, “for after a night in the Port construction workers had nothing left but headaches.”15

			Pre-​emption Landscapes

			The hill outside Ucluelet that runs up past Wyndansea (the unfinished development sometimes referred to as “Wait and See”) was once called Holstein’s Hill, after the family who had a homestead halfway up the hill. That hill was later known as Garbage Dump Hill because of the large community garbage dump once situated on ocean-​view property near the top of the hill.16 It is now commonly referred to as Water Tower Hill, for obvious reasons.

			Johnson’s Beach, on the open ocean side of the peninsula, was named for Johnny Johnson, who lived in his log cabin on a homestead there. During the summer, Johnson tied up his float house and boat in a small area protected by rocks from the open Pacific. Closer to town, Jermett’s Beach was connected by two different trails, one to the road and one to Johnson’s Beach.

			Stapleby: The Town That Is No More

			Stapleby was situated in what is now the Willowbrae Road area. Pioneers who grew up there recalled a pretty settlement, with abundant fish in the bay, plentiful oysters on the beach and creeks flowing with fresh, clean water.

			At the end of Willowbrae Road, there was a small wharf on the inlet. In 1914, a post office opened in Stapleby. George Grant, the postmaster, rowed down the inlet in his skiff to Ucluelet East for the mail. The other Stapleby residents also made the five-​kilometre row in all kinds of weather to pick up freight dropped off at Sutton’s store and to buy provisions. Later, George Grant had a small store at Stapleby.

			The Mawson family also ran a small store. John Mawson had been drawn to the west coast of Vancouver Island in 1910, by a CPR pamphlet advertising affordable land. The publicity showed “huge melons, big cherries and other produce which would grow on the west coast of Vancouver Island in such profusion as to be mindboggling.”17 The CPR promised to put a rail line through from Port Alberni to the west coast when enough pioneers arrived to warrant it. John Mawson promptly sold his London dental practice and his summer home on the Isle of Man and sailed for Canada. Upon arrival at Stapleby, he cleared his new property and lived in a tent. Soon, his wife and three children arrived from England, moving in with Charlie Hughes, a Stapleby bachelor. John Mawson built a two-​storey home for his family and cut a trail through to the inlet.

			Like many others, John signed up to serve in the First World War, lying about his age (he was too old). Off he went to serve in the medical corps, leaving Sarah and their three children to manage without him. According to her grandson Len “Digger” O’Dell, Sarah liked her life in the bush, and ran the small store on their property. The children rowed to Port Albion for goods and supplies.

			John Mawson returned from the war to find his daughter Ella very ill. The family took her to Victoria, where Ella passed away at the age of fifteen from Bright’s disease, a kidney disorder. The Mawsons moved to Seattle and never returned to the coast. However, they kept up the payment of taxes, and years later, Digger O’Dell and his wife, Audrey, inherited the property, moving here in 1976. Digger found traces of his grandparents’ homestead, including the old well. Under a large windfall, he found some denture moulds, dental tools, medicine bottles and rifle shells.

			When Stapleby was established, access to Ucluelet was along a rough trail. A 1913 government surveyor noted in his report that a wagon trail was being built from Stapleby to Long Bay (now called Long Beach). Kennedy Lake could be reached by walking a ten-​and-a-half-​kilometre trail.

			Some of the Stapleby families originally pre-​empted acreage out by Long Beach or Kennedy Lake and then moved in to be closer to town. As it was still quite a hike into Ucluelet, a school was built at Stapleby.
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					George Fraser and Marjorie Karn were regular participants at the music nights at Stapleby. Karn Family
				
			The Karns had a productive garden at Stapleby, and daughters Norah and Mary rowed a heavy skiff down the harbour each weekend to sell vegetables and eggs to the Japanese Canadian families. Norah kept chickens and later had a cow and a calf.

			Music would frequently drift across the water from Stapleby. Scotsman George Grant played both bagpipes and cello. He often visited the Karns for their Sunday evening “music nights” and played his cello accompanied by Marjorie Thornton (née Karn) on the piano, and Elsie Hillier (née Karn), Dick Johnson and George Fraser on violin. Norah Thompson (née Karn) later described it as “Truly, never-to-be forgotten, glorious music!”

			Marjorie’s piano was a gift from her father-in-law in England when Marjorie’s husband Wilfred was away fighting in World War I. Marjorie picked out the piano on a trip to Vancouver, and there was much excitement when it was delivered to her in Ucluelet aboard a whaling ship.

			The people in and around Stapleby tried to cultivate small farms, but most of them found the soil unproductive and gradually moved away. Many years later, lots were sold off.

			There are numerous homes in that unincorporated area now, both along the highway and in the large subdivision known as Millstream.

			More Pre-​emptions Available

			Although many pre-​emptionists moved into Stapleby to be closer to Ucluelet, or gave up and left the area entirely, enthusiastic advertising continued. In 1913, Ned Lee, secretary of the Ucluelet branch of the Vancouver Island Development League, was in Victoria and gave a glowing report on progress in the Wreck Bay−Long Beach vicinity. More land pre-​emption was made available on June 15, 1914, when five thousand acres, mainly divided into forty-​acre tracts, opened up for application. The 120 pre-​emptions lay between Long Bay and Wreck Bay on the southwest and Kennedy Lake on the north. A newspaper article downplayed the difficulties of access to the area, citing frequent trips by the “new and commodious passenger steamer, Princess Maquinna.” The trail from Ucluelet to Kennedy Lake was described as “a good one for men,” and one that “could easily be improved to be passable for pack-​horses. It is practically level for the whole distance.”18

			Another 1914 newspaper article promoted Ucluelet’s farming potential, stating: “There is no place on the coast of the Province where large and small fruits and vegetables generally yield more certain and more abundant crops than here.”19

			Even the extensive swamp lands were played up as ideal for growing cranberries, with George Fraser predicting that “one hundred barrels to the acre could be secured,” the berries would ship well, and the market was such that “this crop would, without doubt, be a paying one.”20

			Although many early settlers found their newly acquired land to be not as described, the area continued to be promoted in glowing terms. In 1938, a 161-acre plot was advertised for sale. The land was located five kilometres from Long Beach and nineteen kilometres north of Ucluelet, and was described as having spruce, hemlock and fir. The seller, a resident of Braden Castle, Manatee, Florida, wanted $1,000 and “no trades,” and described the surroundings as “a region that will become the Florida of Canada.”21

			The Mattersons

			Although not west coast pre-​emptionists, the Mattersons were key Ucluelet residents. Brothers Ron and Basil Matterson, who were from Yorkshire, moved to Tofino in 1925, where Ron (who had homesteaded his own Alberta farm at age sixteen) worked for the government lifeboat service, and Basil ran a store by the government wharf. Ron also worked in canneries and at the Kennedy Lake fish hatchery, and in the late 1930s and early ’40s he did some mining. For a time, Basil worked on road building, living with his wife, Mary, in a tent on Long Beach. When Mary became pregnant, she insisted on a house, so they moved into Ucluelet and Basil built their home, “Glendale,” on Peninsula Road. When Basil was hired to run the Imperial Oil Bulk station, the job came with a waterfront house, so they rented out Glendale to a senior military officer. Basil served as local justice of the peace, and also found time to operate a taxi business.
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					Glendale, circa 1941. The house, which was built by Basil Matterson and later lived in by Ron and Ann Matterson, came to be known as “Matterson House.” UAHS Archives
				
			Basil and Mary raised their two children, Dal and Peggy, in Ucluelet until Dal completed Grade Five. The school didn’t offer Grade Six, so Basil moved his family to Pitt Meadows and resumed farming.

			Ron and his bride, Ann, lived in Tofino until Ron’s job for the telegraph service brought them to Ucluelet in 1942.

			When Basil and family moved away, Ron and Ann purchased Glendale and lived there for the rest of their lives. They were both avid gardeners and generously shared flowers, plants and vegetables with their friends and neighbours. Their flowers often graced St. Aidan’s Church.

			Ron was Ucluelet’s first mayor. As an enthusiastic member of the Ucluelet Chamber of Commerce, he loved to show visitors around the area. Ann was an active member of St. Aidan-on-the-​Hill. She lived frugally but gave generously to charities around the world, with a special focus on needy children and on the blind. Many of her friends said “knowing her has made them a better person.”22

			Ron passed away at the age of seventy-​nine. Ann lived until a month before her ninety-​ninth birthday. The devoted couple had no children, and Ann left the house and property to St. Aidan’s Church.

			After energetically working on many post-​retirement projects, Basil passed away at the age of ninety-​three. Like her sister-in-law Ann, Mary was blessed with longevity. She golfed well into her nineties, and passed away in Ladner at the age of 101.

			Glendale was purchased by Glen and Donna Gable, who established a popular local restaurant, fittingly named Matterson House Restaurant. When the Gables moved away, they sold the restaurant to Sandy and Jennifer Clark. Both couples served excellent food in charming surroundings. When having a meal there, I often thought about how much the Mattersons would have enjoyed it, as they frequently welcomed people into their home.

			When Sandy and Jennifer eventually sold Matterson House, the new owners, Ian Riddick and Anthony Pugh, remodelled the inside of the restaurant but maintained the heritage character of the exterior. They changed the name to Heartwood Kitchen, and carried on the previous tradition of good food, friendly service and community support, including the yearly Valentine’s Day fundraiser for the local fire brigade. Ron and Ann’s lovely plants still bloom around the building.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 9 This Perilous Coast

			The western shores of Vancouver Island are part of the aptly named Graveyard of the Pacific, which has claimed over two thousand ships.1 Sailors have long approached these waters with well-​founded fear. Juan de Fuca Strait, an important waterway access to major Pacific Northwest shipping ports, separates Canada from the US. Lost or disabled ships often missed the entrance to Juan de Fuca Strait, were pushed north by currents and storms, and came to grief along these treacherous shores.

			Captain E. Cantrillion, a well-​known Seattle mariner of the early 1900s, attributed so many wrecks on the southwest coast to a lack of adequate charts, lights and life-saving stations. In the Seattle Post-​Intelligencer of December 29, 1905, he described the unique difficulties of accessing Juan de Fuca Strait, stating that ships typically came in from the great circle route on a southeasterly course. This brought them just off Vancouver Island, with barely enough room for a sailing vessel to manoeuvre in a storm. If they ended up just one or two points off, they could easily be driven northward and onto the dangerous shores.

			Marine traffic was heavy along the coastline, and shipwrecks were common. The early Victoria newspapers constantly reported tales of errant ships and wreckage sightings, leaving families and friends of missing sailors agonizing for months about the fate of crewmen or passengers who had yet to return home from a voyage at sea. Often reports of wreckage did not include a ship’s name. Any items gathered along rocks and beaches would be sent to the authorities to try and identify the wrecks.

			The Colonist often reported ships limping into port with broken booms and sails reduced to shredded canvas. The steamers that regularly travelled up the west coast, transporting passengers and delivering supplies, were also tasked with watching out for the wreckage of missing ships.

			Access to the port of Ucluelet was sometimes challenging. Known as “safe harbour,” Ucluelet had many wrecks on her doorstep. Plenty of fishboats were lost over the years, including three halibut schooners that met their demise near Amphitrite Point while trying to reach the safety of Ucluelet Harbour: the Agnes in 1917, the Eagle in 1918, and the Mary in 1921. Although “Carolina Channel…is considered a good one for a stranger to enter…when there is a long swell from seaward heaving in, the entrance often appears to be an unbroken line of surf.”2 Sailing directions for entering Barkley Sound warned of the need for “great vigilance.” This knowledge formed the backdrop for early settlers, and still holds true today.

			Some ships floundered farther afield, with their wreckage ending up at Ucluelet. Many wrecks happened in the vicinity of Ucluelet. The Cleveland, one of the first steamships to ply West Coast waters, was fitted with sails to supplement her steam power. In 1897, wild weather off Puget Sound drove her north and onto the west side of the Shelter Islands. Captain and crew launched four lifeboats. One found safety at Spring Cove in Ucluelet Inlet. Two other lifeboats and crews survived after drifting north, past Tofino. The second mate’s lifeboat and its nine occupants were never found.

			Sometimes the disappearance of a ship along the Graveyard of the Pacific left an unsolved mystery in its wake. Such was the case of the ill-​fated Lamorna. In early March 1904, she left Tacoma, Washington, bound for New Zealand with a load of wheat and barley; in mid-​March, rumours circulated that she had come to grief when great gales raged off Vancouver Island’s west coast. One ship captain reported seeing the Lamorna steering aimlessly off Cape Flattery, all decks deserted. Another captain contradicted this, saying he’d seen her off the coast of California. However, substantial debris was found outside Ucluelet Harbour, including a lifebelt labelled Lamorna. Local First Nations men had sighted a schooner run aground on Starlight Reef. When Ucluelet fishermen working near Starlight Reef caught ling cod with stomachs lined with wheat, it was seen as confirmation that the Lamorna had succumbed to the Graveyard of the Pacific.

			Sometimes mariners caught a lucky break. This happened with the sinking of the Ada Frances in the summer of 1885. The newspaper account, while acknowledging the dangerous coastline near Ucluelet, was written with a lighthearted touch. After waiting out a nasty southeaster, the sloop left Ucluelet Harbour, drifted sideways onto a reef, heeled over and sank before the crew could get on their lifebelts. An observer reported that “as she went out of sight we saw her crew striking in a Capt. Webb style3 for the shore…and one of the party was throwing water around like a Mississippi stern wheeler.”4 The crew, despite being weighed down by boots and oilskins, made it to shore, where “they stood knee deep in periwinkles awaiting the rescuing party that was en route.”5 The next day, the Ada Frances was raised and towed to Victoria, reportedly none the worse for wear.

			The Florencia, 1860

			On November 8, 1860, the Florencia, a Peruvian brigantine, left the sawmill at Utsalady, Washington, loaded with lumber bound for Callao. “She was nearly new, and was considered a staunch vessel.”6 Upon exiting Juan de Fuca Strait, the Florencia encountered wild weather and was driven north.

			On November 12, the ship was thrown upon her beam ends during a heavy gale, taking on what second mate T.J. Jones later described as “an immense quantity of water, on account of the deck-​load.”7 In the ensuing chaos, four men—the captain, ship’s owner, cook and a doctor from Victoria—were swept away by the sea. The loss of life was discovered when, after two and a half hours, the ship righted herself. She limped to temporary safety at Nootka minus her spars and most of her rigging. Captain Barrett-​Lennard came upon the scene while circumnavigating Vancouver Island aboard his cutter-​yacht, the Templar. By then, the five remaining crew were surviving on distilled salt water. Captain Barrett-​Lennard gave them bread and a few other supplies, and noted that by the time he left they had pumped the Florencia dry, assisted by several nuučaan̓uł men. Captain Barrett-​Lennard carried on to Victoria, where he suggested that if assistance was sent immediately, the Florencia could easily be towed to Victoria. That is not what transpired.

			By mid-​December, the gunboat HMS Forward had left Victoria to provide aid. The Forward managed to get the Florencia under tow but had to cut her loose and leave her during a severe gale. The Florencia drifted through darkness and gloom, “at the mercy of the wave and wind,” as crewman John Larkin later described it.8

			The next day, they repaired a damaged sail and headed southward. After eight days, they met up with the brigantine Emily W. Seaburn. Captain Trask of that ship gave them “a cask of water, topsail and staysail, three sacks of flour, a box of bread, some tea, two charts and an epitome.”9 He advised they head for San Francisco. The first mate suggested Victoria as a nearer and therefore likelier destination. The Florencia carried on, anchoring in a bay that they determined was on Vancouver Island. When the ship bumped about, they relocated to a nearby cove, again setting anchor. That night, the anchor dragged. As the Florencia drove precariously close to shore, the five remaining crew abandoned ship on a makeshift raft. When they capsized in the surf, several First Nations men rescued them, brought their provisions ashore and escorted the crewmen to nearby Ucluelet.

			The cargo of lumber was ultimately salvaged and delivered to Nanaimo by the schooner Alpha.10 John Larkin felt optimistic about the Florencia’s fate, describing her as “lying stern on the beach…Her bottom is sound, and her position is thought to be quite…favorable for being placed afloat once more.”11 But the grounded Florencia, pummelled by the sea, was irreclaimable. The bay where the Florencia came to grief was named Florencia Bay by Captain Richards in 1861, but many locals, myself included, still refer to the area as Wreck Bay.

			The Pass of Melfort, 1905

			Christmas morning, 1905, brought a scene of death and disaster to the outer shore of the Ucluth Peninsula. The wreck of the Pass of Melfort on Jenny Reef, near Amphitrite Point, was both a horrific disaster and a catalyst for life-​saving changes along the treacherous coastline of the Graveyard of the Pacific.

			The Pass of Melfort was a four-​masted, steel-​hulled barque, ninety-​one metres long with a gross weight of 2,128 tonnes. Australian-​born Captain Harry Scougall had been called out of retirement in Devon, England, to skipper the ill-​fated ship. A seasoned mariner, Scougall agreed to assist at short notice, “being, as it was said, a kindly man of friendly disposition.” The previous captain, John Houston, was said to have lost his sanity after going “to the dogs drinking.”12 Houston died in hospital at Salina Cruz, Mexico. By the time Scougall arrived to take command, morale among the crew was low.

			As Captain Scougall made last-​minute preparations for the voyage from Panama to Washington state, the Pass of Melfort was short-​handed. Many of the crew were stricken with malaria. Captain Niven of the steamer Wynerie was tied up near Captain Scougall before the Pass of Melfort left Ancón. He later recalled that Captain Scougall had to send his sickest crew members ashore, and stressed the seriousness of the illness. Niven was quoted in the December 30, 1905, edition of the Victoria Daily Times: “God help the vessel that, with a sick crew, gets into such a storm.”

			The Pass of Melfort left Ancón on October 27 under ballast, headed for Port Townsend, Washington, to pick up a load of lumber. She was last sighted off Southern California, by Captain Olson aboard the Brodrick Castle. Captain Scougall signalled they were thirty-​eight days out of Panama, bound for Puget Sound. Captain Olson assumed they would see each other there. He did not see the Pass of Melfort again.

			Upon reaching the entrance to Juan de Fuca Strait, Captain Olson was caught in a terrible storm, one in which he felt “in great danger,” requiring “the toughest bit of sailing he had ever done.”13 He later theorized that the Pass of Melfort had been caught in the same fierce squalls, torrential downpours, sleet, thunder and lightning, and had been driven up the coast by the strong currents and heavy seas.

			In the early hours of Christmas morning, some Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ men heard and saw distress signals across the water from their village. They paddled through a wild storm to Ucluelet village to spread the alarm. Little could be done until dawn. Under the headline “Big Steel Vessel Pounded to Pieces on Jagged Rocks Within Shouting Distance of Shore Near Eucluelet,” one newspaper recounted: “It was not until this morning that with ever-​growing horror the little community of Eucluelet bay read on the beach the story of what happened.”14 Most wreckage came into the narrow bay east of Amphitrite, dramatically described by one newspaper as “a small bay, twenty yards wide, with jagged rocks at the mouth on both sides,” where “terrific southwest gales…sweep monstrous seas on to the rocks.”15

			August Lyche of Ucluelet telegraphed the news of the disaster to Captain James Gaudin, local marine agent. The dispatch read: “Vessel went ashore last night quarter mile east of Amphitrite point. One body recovered dressed in oil skins and overalls: two more seen washing in the surf, impossible to reach. Several ship’s buckets marked Pass of Melfort, barometer, some cabin wreckage, boat hooks, smashed boats, figurehead of a woman painted white and much wreckage in small rocky bay. No wreckage on either side. Opinion vessel very close to shore. Two spars visible, washing about, evidently anchored…Everything possible being done to recover more bodies.”16

			Settlers and First Nations formed patrols to search the rocky coastline. Only two bodies were recovered. Others were seen rolling in the surf or swept up on the jagged rocks. Watchers tried to retrieve them, but had to run back several metres each time a breaker rolled in.

			Wreckage strewn along the rocky shoreline included broken furniture, scraps of the ship’s log, a photo of Captain Scougall with some of the crew, clothing, hatches and broken spars and oars. The battered remains of lifeboats, some reduced to splinters, showed fragments of the vessel’s name. More wreckage would later be found at Wreck Bay, four miles northwest of Ucluelet.

			Poignantly, the onlookers described the figurehead mentioned by August Lyche as riding “the crest of an incoming wave like a wraith.”17 Reports passed on to the media inspired headlines such as “Wild Seas Sing Dirge over Dead.”18

			The two recovered bodies were buried in Ucluelet Cemetery. The Daily Colonist’s headline of December 29, 1905, was “Victims of Wreck Buried at Ucluelet—Without Benefit of Clergy Bodies Washed Ashore Are Laid Away While Villagers Knelt to Pray for Souls of Dead Seamen.” Ucluelet storekeeper M.W. Mackenzie read the burial service. As the impromptu funeral ended, the gale resumed. Mackenzie took George Grant, August Lyche and son to their homes in his boat. He returned to find his store destroyed by fire, likely caused by the gale blowing the stovepipe off. Mackenzie was left with nothing but the clothes on his back.

			After the tragic event, the wreck was visible for some time. In 1909, Herbert Hillier was visiting Victoria, where he reported to the Daily Colonist that the submerged wreck of the Pass of Melfort had finally disappeared. He stated that, up to that time, the wreck had been clearly visible in calm water, and inhabitants of Barkley Sound had “made many pilgrimages in boats to witness this monument of the mysterious anger of the sea.”19

			In the ensuing weeks, it was widely reported that a woman had gone down with the ship. Many then assumed she had been Captain Scougall’s wife. The story of a woman passenger stemmed from items that washed ashore: “A woman’s gray coat, trimmed with black and red cord, a woman’s No. 3 boot, and one or two scraps of feminine apparel, would seem to prove that the skipper of the lost lumber carrier was accompanied on his last cruise by his wife.”20 However, Captain Scougall’s first wife, Eliza Holland, had died in England in 1901 at the age of forty-​five. His second wife, Kate Essery, was safe at home in Plymouth that Christmas, very much pregnant and caring for their seven children. No woman’s body was ever found, so the mystery remains.
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					 In 1915, the Chilean windjammer Carelmapu broke up on reefs near Schooner Cove, past the north end of Long Beach. Of the twenty-​two crew and two passengers, only five survived: the captain, a cabin boy, a student from Chile and two seamen. One surviving seaman had given his lifebelt to a friend, who drowned. The other seaman, a Hawaiian, is said to have surfed to shore on a plank from the wrecked ship. Nogi, the captain’s Great Dane, also survived. Alberni Valley Museum
				
			There were no survivors, and reports as to how many perished ranged from twenty to thirty-​five. Those who estimated the number of victims had no record of crew members who deserted or were dismissed, or of those too ill with malaria to make the trip. Further complicating a true tally, a rumour circulated that the Pass of Melfort had picked up a small party from another stricken ship, the King David, and that they had then died with the Pass of Melfort’s crew. The King David had left Salina Cruz on September 30 and was wrecked on Bajo Reef, west of Friendly Cove, on December 13, 1905.21

			As a direct result of the tragic wreck of the Pass of Melfort, demands were made that a lighthouse be established at Amphitrite Point.

			The VN&T No.1, 1916

			This story of the VN&T No.1 illustrates the power of currents and storms pushing northward from Juan de Fuca. This is a family story I refer to as “The Episode of the Flaming Nightshirt.”
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					My grandfather Thomas Miller Baird Jr., of Scottish and French Canadian descent, settled in Port Renfrew in the late 1800s, where he worked as a telegraph operator and a lineman, as well as a customs officer. Author’s photo
				
			I never met my paternal grandfather. He died twenty-​six years before I was born, yet he fascinated me. Like me, he was a redhead, and like me, he was at times impetuous.

			On the afternoon of November 14, 1916, my grandfather, Thomas Miller Baird Jr., was at home in Port Renfrew. Having received word from Victoria that his brother Samuel had died two days before, Grandfather Baird was anxious to get to the capital city. Not content to wait for the CPR steamship Tees, scheduled to arrive the following day, he rushed to the wharf in search of a faster means of transport.

			Luck (not necessarily the best) was with him. A launch belonging to John Templin’s lumber camp was about to leave for Jordan River, tasked with picking up a donkey engine to bring back to Port Renfrew. They agreed to take Grandfather Baird with them. From Jordan River, he could catch the coach to Victoria.

			The group of eight lumber-​camp employees, plus Grandfather Baird, set off in the seventeen-​metre motor launch called the VN&T No.1. Chris Maylan, foreman of Templin’s lumber camp, was at the wheel. They headed across Juan de Fuca Strait for Neah Bay, intending to buy fuel for the boat before angling back across to Jordan River. They never reached Neah Bay.

			Halfway across the strait, the launch broke down in heavy seas. The only one on board who had a hope of fixing the engine was the engineer, Fred Roe. He, however, was soon violently seasick.

			As the launch wallowed helplessly in the huge waves, the VN&T No.1 began taking on water. The men soon discovered there was just one bucket on board. As Roe and three others moaned in the throes of seasickness, my grandfather and the remaining functional men formed a bailing bucket brigade, from the bilge to the bow. Bailing went on through that day, that night and the ensuing time at sea.

			Meanwhile, as strong currents and huge seas pushed the launch out of the strait to the northwest, news spread that the group had never reached Neah Bay. There were no reported sightings of the VN&T No.1, despite many boats setting out to search. Captain Murray of the Bamfield lifeboat, in what was later described as a “disconcerting message,”22 stated they had withdrawn from the search, citing a need for larger rescue vessels because of severe weather conditions.

			Further complicating the situation, an incorrect message was released stating the missing vessel was a tugboat named the Vanity.23

			My grandmother, with six children ranging in age from three to thirteen, waited for news at home in Port Renfrew. She was eight months pregnant at the time. On the day after my grandfather’s disappearance, she travelled on the SS Tees to Victoria, arriving at midnight, ready to attend her brother-in-law’s funeral the following day.

			I remember my grandma, Annie Baird, with fondness and admiration. She was a fine balance of delicacy and iron-​clad will. Those dark November days must have been incredibly stressful for her. The day after Samuel’s funeral, the Daily Colonist reported: “No trace of missing gas boat. May have foundered in Straits.” It went on to state that the mysterious disappearance “seems to point to a tragedy.”24

			On the first night of their ordeal, a steamer passed the VN&T No.1 around midnight, just 180 metres to leeward. Grandfather Baird quickly climbed atop the pilot house. A long-​time west coast telegraph operator and lineman, he used the only flashlight to flash a code message to the oblivious steamer. As the ship carried on past them, my grandfather leapt down to the deck, pulled his nightshirt from his leather grip, saturated it with oil from the signal lantern, and set it alight. The resultant flare soared three metres high, blazing above the stern of the launch. “The steamer, to their dismay, passed right on, and the men were left to their fate.”25

			They had no compass. The nights were dark and cloudy, with no stars visible to help them take their bearings. As Grandfather Baird had impetuously set his nightshirt ablaze, no oil remained to light the signal lantern. Each night brought total darkness. With no further vessel sightings, and having neither food nor water aboard, the men knew their survival depended solely on themselves.

			Someone needed to head for shore.

			The camp foreman, Chris Maylan, and Martin S. McDougall “gallantly offered to risk their lives for the sake of the others.”26 They set off through the rough seas, using broken oars and a piece of paddle, in the only available vessel, a flimsy four-​metre dugout canoe. At this point, they were roughly sixty-​five kilometres from shore.27

			The two men left the VN&T No.1 at 7 on Thursday morning, rowing almost unceasingly into the early hours of Friday morning. Amazingly, Lennard Island Lighthouse appeared in the distance. Upon finally reaching Lennard Island, they collapsed, soaking and exhausted, on the ground. That they made it to the island seems miraculous. The Victoria Colonist later recounted: “That they reached safety was an act of providence.”28

			Maylan and McDougall quickly recovered enough to share their story with the lightkeeper, who relayed the news. The Ucluelet lifeboat crew prepared to head out in their powered lifeboat to retrieve the two men from Lennard Island Lighthouse and then search with them for the missing launch.

			Meanwhile, Grandfather Baird and the others had given Maylan and McDougall up for lost and were fast losing hope for themselves. To keep from drifting farther out to sea, they tore up pieces of the deck, tying them together with a rope to tow behind the launch as a makeshift sea anchor. They also fashioned a crude sail with some blankets and a piece of canvas. The launch continued to drift northwest. Then the wind changed, blowing them northeast to within six and a half kilometres of Lennard Island. They had no knowledge of their exact position.

			I can only imagine their profound relief when the lifeboat, with Maylan and McDougall aboard, found them in the vicinity of the aptly named Storm Island.29 They were then towed to Riley’s Cove, Flores Island, where both boats anchored for the night. The following day, the lifeboat towed them to Clayoquot, the settlement on Stubbs Island near Tofino. From there, Chris Maylan and four of the others travelled aboard the lifeboat to Ucluelet. They then chartered a boat to Port Alberni, went by motor car to Parksville Junction, and caught the E&N train to Victoria. There, they expressed the highest praise for Ucluelet’s lifeboat crew.

			After a brief sojourn in the city, the five men returned to Port Renfrew aboard the SS Tees.

			Grandfather Baird and several others remained with the VN&T No.1 at Clayoquot, waiting for a boat to tow them back to Port Renfrew. He had missed his brother’s funeral. Happily, the family had no need to plan his!

			My grandfather and the six others rescued on the launch believed that Chris Maylan and Martin McDougall deserved recognition from the Royal Humane Society for their bravery in finding help. Maylan and McDougall disclaimed any credit, maintaining they had done nothing out of the ordinary.

			Grandma Baird no doubt begged to differ.

			The Nika and the Tuscan Prince, 1923

			On February 14, 1923, the Nika, a small US steamer, lost her rudder off Cape Flattery. Shortly after, she caught fire and was soon a mass of flames. The US Coast Guard cutter Snohomish did some fancy manoeuvring in heavy seas and retrieved all thirty-​four crew members of the Nika by rigging up a breeches buoy between the two vessels.30 The relieved crew were then delivered to Port Angeles.

			The burning vessel, described in the Victoria Daily Times of February 15, 1923, as “a floating menace to shipping,” drifted north. During that same furious gale, the 4,785-tonne British freighter Tuscan Prince struck rugged Austin Island and sent a desperate wireless message reading, “Ship breaking up, we are going to drown.”31 The captain and crew had no clue they were way off course, and relayed their location as somewhere between San Francisco and Seattle. Luckily, a Japanese Canadian fisherman saw the grounded ship as he passed across Barkley Sound, and alerted authorities when he reached Ucluelet. The Bamfield and Tofino lifeboats headed for the scene.

			The forty-​three crew members of the Tuscan Prince had all made it to shore in the dark and snowy night. Shivering on the rocks, they were excited to see what appeared to be flares from a rescue boat. They were soon disillusioned. It was a ship on fire. It was later deduced that the burning vessel travelled ninety kilometres in twenty-​two hours, drifting at an average speed of two and a half knots per hour.32 The sighting of the flaming Nika proved to be serendipitous, for it established the unusual set and drift of the current. This knowledge led to the captain and crew of the Tuscan Prince being found not responsible for the loss of their vessel, owing to the extremely challenging sea conditions at the time.

			The lifeboats rescued the men from the island, and they were taken to Bamfield. When the weather calmed, the rocky islet swarmed with souvenir hunters who stripped the wreck of everything portable, including bathtubs.

			As the derelict hull of the Nika continued to drift, blowing it up was discussed, but it finally sank just off Ucluelet, at the east side of the harbour entrance.

			The Tatjana, 1924

			One year later, the 5,300-tonne freighter Tatjana crashed onto the reefs just 360 metres from where the Tuscan Prince had come to grief. En route from Muroran, Japan, to Vancouver for a load of lumber, she had lost her bearings in the fog and could not determine her position. The second mate was also acting as radio operator, and doing so with limited experience. Not knowing Morse code, he sent out a distress call in his native Norwegian, leaving the recipient radio operators, both afloat and ashore, completely baffled and “unable to read the message, let alone decipher it.”33

			While others searched in vain for the stricken ship, a radio operator at Pachena Point, southeast of Ucluelet, did some clever calculations and narrowed down her location. The HMCS Armentières towed the Bamfield lifeboat to the suggested area, where they found the Tatjana perched on a reef near Village Island. Several crew members were taken by the lifeboat over to the Armentières, and the rest were left on the wreck as darkness fell. During the night, they rigged a breeches buoy, and all made it to shore. At daybreak, the lifeboat returned to rescue them from their rocky haven.

			The Tatjana remained stuck on the reef, sporting a huge hole in her port side, with her engine room and holds flooded and her stern under ten fathoms of water. She was carrying a load of Belgian plate glass. A diver went down to attach the crates of glass to a crane that lifted them out of the water. A boardwalk was constructed, joining the rocky shore to the tilting ship’s deck, and the salvage crew were sheltered in a hastily built structure.34

			Despite considerable damage, including a broken-​off propellor, the Tatjana was eventually raised, patched and towed by the Pacific Salvage Company to Victoria for repairs. Six hundred workers, divided into three crews, worked around the clock to restore her to her former glory. The Tatjana was then sold to a Norwegian company and renamed the Drammensfjord, and she continued her career as “one of the best freighters ever turned out of a Canadian yard.”35

			The Thiepval, 1930

			The 324-tonne HMCS Thiepval, a battle-​class trawler built in Kingston, Ontario, in 1917, had a varied career. During World War I, she served as a minesweeper in the navy, escorting convoys. In 1918, she was transferred to the Canadian government’s Department of Marine and Fisheries as a patrol ship. In 1923, she was transferred back to the navy to serve on the West Coast. During prohibition, she patrolled for rum-​runners along BC’s coast. In 1924, she was the first Canadian warship to visit Japan and the Soviet Union, when she supported a British attempt to fly around the globe.

			On February 27, 1930, the Thiepval struck an uncharted pinnacle between Turtle and Turret Islands. The skies were clear and the seas were calm. Ironically, the Thiepval was patrolling Barkley Sound in search of any wrecks or castaways after a recent storm.

			Originally at a list of fifteen degrees to port, when the tide went out the Thiepval did a dramatic lurch to sixty-​five degrees starboard. At that point, all twenty-​two men abandoned ship into lifeboats and rowed to a nearby island, where they ate dry bread, fried pork and a few crab they had managed to catch. The night was bitterly cold, and the men moved their campfires four times as the tide continued to rise.

			In the morning, the Thiepval’s sister patrol ship, the HMCS Armentières, arrived to retrieve the shipwrecked crew and await the arrival of a salvage tug from Victoria. As the Thiepval, in a space of thirty-​seven seconds, slid down into thirty metres of water, it was clear the salvage tug was no longer needed.

			The channel, known at the time of the crash as Broken Group Channel, was renamed Thiepval Channel for obvious reasons.

			In 1962, six members of the Ucluelet scuba diving club the Wreck Checkers—Ray Vose, Jim Hill, Malcolm Mead-​Miller, Lou Klock and Leslie and George Hillier—raised the cannon from the wreck of the Thiepval, with the help of the Hillier Queen. It took them three dives to unbolt and prepare the cannon to be raised. It is now on display at the Ucluelet harbourfront, below the District Office.

			The wreck rests where she sank. She was once a popular dive site, as nearby Turret Island protects the spot from swells, the water is usually quite clear, and the wreck lies next to the reef she hit, meaning there is an abundance of marine life. However, the Thiepval sank loaded with unexploded ammunition, which belatedly caused concern about diver safety. The wreck became off-​limits until Canada’s Department of National Defence removed and disposed of the munitions in 2017.

			The Barkley Sound, 1946

			Sailors frequently found refuge in Ucluelet waters, but there were times when the port did not live up to the name “safe harbour.” That was the case on the evening of February 20, 1946.

			Young Hazel Simmell started out the evening filled with anticipation. She was going to a party. The eighteen-​year-​old had come out to Ucluelet to join her older sister Florence in working at Norm Salisbury’s tea room at Spring Cove. Hazel had originally wanted to help with the war effort by joining the forces, but her parents wouldn’t hear of it. Instead, she was waitressing at the tea room, and so at least got to serve some of the men stationed at the Spring Cove military base.

			Hazel was catching a boat ride to the party with Gilbert “Gib” Wesnedge, a young Ucluelet fisherman. Also aboard Gib’s first troller, the Barkley Sound, was sixty-​two-​year-​old Scotsman Jack Lipp, agent at the local Esso station.

			Hazel’s excitement about the upcoming party soon turned to trepidation and then fear, as winter winds rapidly increased to gale force. The seas were roiling, and waves grew to four and a half metres. Gib lost control of the troller, and the tumultuous waves pushed the small boat towards the jagged rocks on the east end of Maitland (later Hyphocus) Island, near the mouth of Ucluelet Harbour.

			Gib could tell the boat would soon be going down and told his two passengers to abandon ship. He then dove into the raging water. Hazel could swim but remained frozen in place. Jack Lipp couldn’t swim, and knew his time was up. He urged Hazel to get off the boat. For the rest of her life, she would remember his voice saying, “Ye must jump in, lassie!” but she didn’t have the courage.36 Afterwards, Hazel thought a wave had washed her overboard. Then, years later, she decided Jack must have saved her by pushing her off the boat. Either way, she found herself in the dark, fighting her way through churning seas towards the shore. Finally, a wave hurled her onto the jagged, barnacle-​encrusted rocks. More waves tried to tear her off, but she clung on with sheer determination. Meanwhile, Gib was being thrashed about, but he stayed afloat by hanging on to a piece of floating wreckage.

			A searchlight probed the frightening scene as the Vancouver-​based seiner Pacific Belle entered the harbour, seeking shelter from the storm. Their light first illuminated the wrecked Barkley Sound. Then the crew caught sight of a woman clinging to the rocks, and a man in the water, hanging on to floating debris. The crew of the Pacific Belle sprang into action, launching a dory in five-​metre waves and rowing through tangled kelp beds to rescue Gib. They headed back to rescue Hazel, who by then was suffering from exposure and barely conscious. Assisted by two Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ men, she was taken to shore and rushed to hospital in Tofino. Gib Wesnedge came through the ordeal relatively unscathed.

			Alerted to the disaster, Constable George Redhead went out on the rescue mission, along with brothers George and Bill Hillier on their fishboat Manhattan II, and my uncle Gordon Baird on his troller, the Lilann. They searched throughout the night, temporarily stopping in the morning when the already violent storm worsened. The search then continued for days, and hope for Jack Lipp’s survival was eventually given up. Several First Nations men found the body of the kindly Scotsman two weeks later, on a rocky island outside Ucluelet Harbour. The fury of the storm was illustrated by the fact that the largest pieces of the Barkley Sound to be recovered were no longer than eight inches. Constable Redhead nominated the crew of the Pacific Belle for awards, saying it was “impossible to describe the conditions under which they performed the rescue.”37 Crewmen Emil Anderson, Axel Larsen and Harold Hanson were awarded Royal Canadian Humane Association parchments for bravery in a drowning rescue.

			Hazel had suffered serious gashes on her legs. After months of recuperation, she returned home to Ontario. For most of her life, she never mentioned her brush with death, and her family wondered why so much of her artwork depicted rough water and jagged rocks. One day, in her eighties, she told her daughter Debbie the story. Hazel passed away soon after, leaving Debbie to wonder if it was a figment of her mother’s imagination. Then, on a trip to Vancouver Island, Debbie and her husband visited Ucluelet and contacted the Ucluelet and Area Historical Society. Researcher Claudia Cole contacted Gib Wesnedge’s nephew Neil, who confirmed that the story was true.

			There were other occasions when using a boat for transportation to a local social gathering ended in tragedy. On October 11, 1947, four workers from Kennedy Lake logging camp at the head of Ucluelet Harbour left a dance at 2 a.m. to return to camp. A strong southeast wind was blowing. Their empty skiff, described by police as “scarcely big enough for two people,” was found adrift in the bay. The body of Michael Halliday, twenty-​six, was retrieved from the shore of Kvarno Island three days later. The three other young men were still missing and presumed drowned, and Constable E.C. Domay of Ucluelet promised the search would continue.38 A second body, that of Kenneth Anderson, was found two weeks after the tragic event.

			The Glafkos, 1962

			As an eleven-​year-​old girl, I was not about to miss out on the drama of a shipwreck. January 1, 1962, truly was a dark and stormy night. My family was sitting around digesting our New Year’s Day dinner when my father was radioed about a ship in distress. He rushed down to our dock to head out in the Sea Breeze III, the thirteen-​metre tug he skippered. My entreaties to go along proved futile. Luckily, the Dawborn family had joined us for dinner. Their daughter Sharon had a driver’s licence, was keen to see the action and drove us down to watch the drama unfold from the shore. Gradually, scores of locals gathered at various viewpoints. So many people stood on Tommy and Mary Kimoto’s porch in Spring Cove that it collapsed under the weight. From where I stood onshore, buffeted by the wind, I peered through the darkness, able to see only bobbing lights, and wondering how Dad was faring in the wild storm. I was not worried about him, as he was a man afraid of nothing. To me, he was always invincible. The scene was chaotic, and it was not until the next day that all the details began to emerge.

			The 9,000-tonne, 129-metre Greek freighter Glafkos had been en route under ballast from Japan to Vancouver to pick up a cargo of wheat. Like so many ships before her, she missed the entrance to Juan de Fuca Strait and was now in peril. She ran aground off Amphitrite Point, on Jenny Reef.

			One of many newspaper articles later reported that “although Ucluelet is an Indian word meaning peaceful harbor, residents of this tiny village on the isolated west coast of Vancouver Island are accustomed to the mighty Pacific storms which pound on their door.”39

			The local paper later reported that first on the scene were George Hillier in his seiner the Hillier Queen, and my father, Ken Baird, in the Sea Breeze III. Heavy seas and gale-​force winds stopped them from coming alongside the stricken vessel. Other small boats also came out from Ucluelet in a Dunkirk-​like flotilla of support. Ray Vose and Jim Hill ventured out in the six-​metre waves in a four-​metre skiff and managed to get in so close that the captain of the Glafkos dropped a message down to Ray in a wine bottle. Ray then reportedly relayed messages to the ship’s owner in New York by radio.

			The Bamfield lifeboat arrived but was held back by the wind and waves. It must have been a harrowing night for Captain Fatios Petratus and his crew as they waited for morning. They had weathered many storms in their twenty-​five-​day journey across the Pacific, only to end up in this perilous position. Manoeuvring in rough seas, two large salvage tugs, the Sudbury I and the Island Challenger, successfully pulled the stricken ship from the reef. Then the towline snapped, and huge waves forced her back towards the jagged rocks. Just in time, the anchor went down. An RCAF air-​sea rescue helicopter was hovering nearby, and Captain Petratus requested that twenty-​two of his crewmen be airlifted to safety. The men were delivered to Ucluelet and given hot meals and rooms at the Ucluelet Lodge.

			The ship, its captain and four remaining crew were in dire straits. The holds and engine room were flooded. Without power, the steam winches wouldn’t work, making it impossible to weigh anchor. Local machine-​shop owner Pete Hillier and his employee Malcolm Mead-​Miller bravely offered assistance. They and their equipment were lowered by helicopter to the wave-​swept deck and they severed the anchor chains.

			Pete later described the event as “the experience of my life,” adding: “We helped as much as we could, then ate cold eggs and drank beer.”40 With the ship now free, the tugs set off to tow her to Esquimalt. Pete and Malcolm had no choice; they went along for the ride. As the tugs headed for Victoria, the wind dropped and the seas calmed. They made good time on the 160-kilometre journey.

			“It was terrible,” one of the Glafkos crew later said, “and then the people came out to us from shore. It made my heart happy. I do not speak English so good, but I know brave men in any language, any country.”41 Another Greek sailor was a former electrician who had been at sea for only eight months. He said, “I would rather be an electrician again.”42

			Peter Kostas, who had flown from New York to Victoria to represent the ship’s owner, expressed gratitude to all those involved in the at-sea rescue, and also to those on shore. “When the crew were landed even the ordinary residents of Ucluelet offered them rides in their cars, dry clothes and comfort.”43 Ucluelet public health nurse Myrt Saxton dealt with the only injury resulting from the wreck—a cut forehead requiring four stitches.

			Meanwhile, Pete Hillier and Malcolm Mead-​Miller, now stranded in Victoria, turned out their pockets to find they had just twenty-​nine cents between them. The appreciative authorities provided bus tickets to get them home to Ucluelet.

			The tugs had operated with a “no cure no pay” agreement, under a Lloyd’s open-​form contract. If they hadn’t rescued the ship, they would not have received a penny. The fee ultimately paid to the owner, Island Tug and Barge, was determined by arbitration in London, England.

			When repair estimates to the $500,000 ship skyrocketed to $700,000, the Glafkos was deemed unworthy of repair. A Victoria dismantling firm towed her stripped-​down hull to Seattle for breaking up. Thankfully, owing to the courage and resourcefulness of many, the saga of the Glafkos includes no loss of life. The vessel’s skeleton does not rest at the bottom of the sea. But like so many others, the Glafkos was a victim of the Graveyard of the Pacific.

			The Vanlene, 1972

			It bordered on miraculous that the Vanlene made it across the Pacific from Japan to the coast of BC. And it was not surprising that she ran aground in dense fog on Austin Island, about sixteen kilometres southeast of Ucluelet. She met her nemesis very close to where the Tuscan Prince and the Tatjana were wrecked, some fifty years before her.

			On March 14, 1972, the captain sent out a distress signal stating he was somewhere off the coast of Washington state. Like so many others, he had missed the entrance to Juan de Fuca Strait and come to grief in Barkley Sound. Luckily, the tug Neva Straits pinpointed the ship’s correct location and rescued the crew of thirty-​eight. Six vessels in all were involved in the rescue operation.

			Relieved to be safely off the ship, Lo Chung Hung, the Vanlene’s twenty-​nine-​year-​old captain, related details of their voyage. He had guided the 144-metre, 9,500-tonne freighter across the Pacific using a magnetic compass, after the owners of the Panama-​registered vessel refused to repair the ship’s navigational equipment. The owners later disputed his statement, but rescue personnel confirmed that none of the equipment was working when the Vanlene ran aground.

			The young captain had thirteen years’ experience at sea, four of them as a master. He attributed 80 percent of the cause of the ship’s going aground to the lack of navigational aid, wearily saying, “But I am still at fault.”44 He added: “It was a bad trip across the ocean, we ran into twenty or thirty gale-​force blows and then that dense fog. The fog is your worst enemy because you can’t fight it.”45 Captain Hung, like the rest of his crew, was from China. His expectant wife awaited his return.
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					The Vanlene came to grief in Barkley Sound in 1972, yet another victim of the Graveyard of the Pacific. Alberni Valley Museum
				
			The ship’s owners hired Seaspan, a Vancouver-​based business that built and repaired ships, to salvage the cargo, which consisted of three hundred new Japanese-​built Dodge Colts. However, the federal government saw the urgent need to deal with a potential ecological disaster, so that became Seaspan’s priority. An estimated 226 tonnes of diesel fuel and bunker oil had been spilled, covering kilometres of Barkley Sound shoreline. One hundred and thirty-​six tonnes still had to be removed from the ship. The disaster generated much rhetoric in Parliament about who would cover cleanup costs. Getting money from an offshore shipping company wasn’t viable, and Canadian taxpayers were left footing the $169,000 bill. And deciding who would pay for cleanup attempts was no doubt a moot point for the oil-​soaked birds now dying on Barkley Sound shorelines.

			The federal government was criticized for taking three days to circle the ship with a containment boom. Some of the mop-up equipment proved inadequate for rough West Coast seas. Ultimately, Mother Nature was credited with protecting beaches and intertidal zones when heavy seas, torrential rain and an extreme high tide helped break up the fuel and take it out to sea. In this case, pollution was a reality but considered the lesser of two evils.

			Those same heavy seas delayed the salvaging of the cars, but eventually 131 of them were lifted by helicopter, one at a time, and flown over Effingham Island to a barge anchored one and a half kilometres away. Each car took about ten minutes to lift and transport. They were eventually barged to their intended destination of Vancouver. Captain Richard Tolhurst, operations manager for the salvagers, said, “We’re only plucking the bone-​dry ones off.”46

			The Seaspan office was deluged with phone calls from people hoping to buy salvaged Dodge Colts at bargain prices. They were told they were out of luck; the cars would be held for the consignee, “exactly as if they had been delivered by the Vanlene.”47

			With the “bone-​dry” cars relocated to Vancouver, there were still 169 cars that had been damaged in the grounding or immersed in salt water, and were left aboard the ship. Each car had its key in the ignition and contained at least a half-​tank of gas, causing Bamfield resident Bill McDermid and several friends to briefly consider an innovative scheme. They would “cut open the hull, peel it back like a sardine can and use the makeshift ramp to drive forty of the remaining Colts onto a barge.”48

			Once Seaspan had finished their retrieval mission, salvage continued, but on a smaller scale. Many west coast residents visited the wreck, finding useful items or fanciful treasures to take home. RCMP members gave contradictory comments on the acceptability of scavenging. When another RCMP officer requested that people declare the items they removed from the wreck, many complied.

			McDermid and his pals didn’t follow through on their dream of driving cars off the wreck. However, some people took engines and car parts from the remaining Colts, despite the corrosive nature of salt water. Clifford Charles of the Bamfield lifeboat station described how people salvaged car parts: “They set up block and tackle and pulled up the motors. They’re nice motors. I’d like one for myself, for my boat.”49

			“Wreck-onnoitering”

			I explored the wreck of the Vanlene several times that summer while home from university. By then, she had shifted considerably from the power of the waves.

			Dad and I went over from Ucluelet in our four-​metre boat and tied alongside. We had to leap quickly onto the slanted deck before the next big wave washed up. Wandering through the ruined vessel was an eerie experience. On my first visit, the sound of banging and clunking kept me on edge, nervous that the ship would tip over and pitch me into the sea. But it was thrilling and fun, and when we left, I was eager to return. I coined the tongue-in-cheek phrase “wreck-​onnoitering” to describe my adventures on the Vanlene.

			Dad was building an eleven-​metre pleasure craft at the time, and salvaged some useful items for his new boat, including several teak drawers for marine charts. I brought home a little Chinese-​English dictionary I found in one of the deserted cabins. It remains my treasured keepsake for now, until the day comes that Ucluelet has a museum to display it in.

			After the ship was wrecked, no one took responsibility. She was said to be for sale on an “as-is where-is” basis for scrap.50 When there were no immediate takers, it was suggested the government pay to have the wreck blown up. Then, on May 25, 1972, Continental Airways Ltd. of Vancouver purchased the wreck. Their plan was to use inflatable pontoons to refloat the Vanlene, then tow her to Victoria for repair or salvage bids.

			That never happened. By August, Continental Airways had sold its salvage rights and the Vanlene rested where she sat. Over the next few years, gales and heavy seas continued to wear her down, until eventually the Vanlene slid under the sea, another victim of the Graveyard of the Pacific. Her story is a cautionary tale. Dealing with the fuel spill from the Vanlene did not go smoothly. It brought home the frightening thought of just how much worse it could have been were she a tanker.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 10 Amphitrite Point Lighthouse

			A distinctive and unique structure, Amphitrite Point Lighthouse sits, as firmly attached as any barnacle to a rock, in her strategic position at the south end of the Ucluth Peninsula. She has been likened variously to a Mayan temple, a concrete wedding cake and a stubby bunker. There are those who dare to call her ugly. Once, a letter to the local newspaper actually suggested Amphitrite Point Lighthouse be pulled down and replaced with a “more attractive” lighthouse, like the one at Peggy’s Cove. My answer to that is: “We are not Peggy’s Cove, Nova Scotia, we are Ucluelet, British Columbia.” Amphitrite Point Lighthouse was built with a squat and solid design to withstand the wild weather and unrelenting seas of the Graveyard of the Pacific. The lighthouse has stood proudly for well over a hundred years and is an icon of our West Coast history. Now easily accessible by road and a short walk, Amphitrite is the crowning glory of the Lighthouse Loop section of Ucluelet’s renowned Wild Pacific Trail.

			The tragic wreck of the Pass of Melfort in 1905 instigated the building of Amphitrite Lighthouse. The point it sits on was called Punta Terron by Spanish explorers (punta translates as “point or headland,” terron as “clod or thick lump, especially of earth”). In 1859, Captain George Richards named the point after the frigate HMS Amphitrite, a ship named after the Greek goddess of the sea.

			The first “lighthouse” structure, constructed in late January 1906, was a flimsy wooden lookout atop a high rock, adjacent to a gorge. It housed a thirty-​one-​day, three-​wick Wigham oil lamp that gave off light said to be visible for fifteen kilometres.1

			Early lightkeepers referred to themselves as “wickies” because their lives revolved around the wick, to “keep a good light.” Renowned horticulturist George Fraser is said to be Ucluelet’s first “wickie,” from 1906 to 1907. The Daily Colonist described the light as “unmanned,” but somebody needed to keep that light shining. Fraser faithfully tended it, hiking return trips every forty-​eight hours along the rough trail between his Ucluelet cabin and the wooden lookout at Amphitrite Point. He did this in all kinds of foul weather. Fraser lasted one year before handing the task over to another Ucluelet bachelor. George Grant, like George Fraser, was a Scotsman. Grant played the bagpipes, although whether he did so from the rocky crags of Amphitrite is not known. Grant maintained the lookout light for an impressive seven years.
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					The original wooden lookout tower at Amphitrite Point, circa 1906, would prove no match for the power of the sea. UAHS Archives
				
			The Victoria Times was optimistic about the lookout: “The new lamp…should prove of incalculable value to a vessel drifting in close to the island shore on such a night as the one in which the Pass of Melfort went to her doom.”2

			The precarious structure provided warning to mariners for a surprising eight years, before being taken by a tidal wave on January 2, 1914. Local Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ citizens reported that “one great sea…swirling in” washed the structure out to sea. “The last they saw of the light…was far out from shore, bobbing up and down on the waters still burning.”3 When the CGS Estevan transported material for building a new lifeboat station at Spring Cove, her crew installed a temporary acetylene light to replace the destroyed light station.

			A more substantial structure was desperately needed. In April 1914, six sea captains signed a petition outlining the urgency of the situation. The Ucluelet Development League sent it off with an accompanying letter to government officials in Victoria.

			The lobbying stressed the ongoing danger to mariners and the trials of life in Ucluelet. The construction of a new lighthouse would bring much-​needed employment to the area. William Thompson, in his letter to Marine Agent Robertson in the winter of 1914, described a settlement of fifteen families “all on the verge of destitution; some are one & two hundred dollars in debt, some stand clear of store bills but no cash in hand.” Thompson wrote that fifty men had no work, but if they left Ucluelet to search for it elsewhere, they would “jump from the frying pan into the fire.”4

			Only a small percentage of locals drew a wage—lifeboat crew, telegraph operator, schoolteacher, doctor, policeman and missionary—and this group felt obliged to provide for all the others. Thompson, then lifeboat coxswain, fished twice a week from the lifeboat and donated his catch to the less fortunate.

			Times were so tough that the settlement of Ucluelet formed a relief committee, which sent a letter to Robertson describing fifteen destitute families and reinforcing Thompson’s request for employment through construction of “the tower.”5

			Thompson stressed that the work on the hoped-​for lighthouse could be shared throughout the community, so all able-​bodied men would make a living wage. He also foresaw the wives as likely to “jump at the chance” to cook for the work crews.

			By Christmas of 1914, things were looking up, with reports of a proposed new lighthouse at Amphitrite Point. On January 6, 1915, the Daily Colonist described the loading of the Leebro with the first shipment of cement and lumber for the project. The Leebro’s crew were about to face the challenges of delivering said cargo. Winter typically brings huge swells and heavy surf onto the rocks at Amphitrite. Time and again, the crew tried to row their workboat in and unload, only to fail and return to the anchored ship still weighed down with supplies. When they nearly flipped in the surf, an alternate plan was created. They would unload in the calmer waters of Spring Cove, near the lifeboat station, and transport supplies by land. These supplies included cement, sand, aggregate, water, timber, bolts, rebar, nails, framing lumber to build forms, machinery and the steel cupola to crown the structure.6

			This brought challenges of a different kind. All of February, the rain fell in typical West Coast fashion. The rough route between Spring Cove and Amphitrite became a sea of mud. The men hauled supplies up an incline, loaded it onto a sled and cajoled or harassed the poor draft horses to haul the two hundred kilograms of cargo through the muck and mire. Wheelbarrows were useless, sinking to their axles in mud. One worker dumped precious gravel on the mud to make it passable, and laid poles for a rough corduroy road.

			The work crew was drenched by rain and salty spray driven off the sea by incessant wind. Despite these gruelling conditions, work progressed at an impressive rate. As Donald Graham describes in his book Keepers of the Light: “By 8 February they had drilled and blasted 125 yards of rock off the point off the site, hauled seventy cubic yards of gravel and 420 sacks of cement, and were pouring one mix (six cubic feet) of concrete every three minutes of their fourteen-​hour days.”7

			
					[image: ]
					The new lighthouse at Amphitrite was built to last. UAHS Archives
				
			A.R. Wilby, resident engineer of the Department of Marine and Fisheries, supervised the workers. In February, he updated interested Vancouver Sun readers, assuring them the new lighthouse was built to withstand “the terrible onslaught of the mountainous waves which dash up over the point.”8

			Towards the end of March, the structure was largely complete. Marine Agent Robertson paid the crew their final wages. He and Wilby left, likely happy to be heading home.

			The Foghorn and the Light

			The foghorn at Amphitrite Point Lighthouse was powered by steam produced by burning coal. Two rock ponds hemmed by concrete captured and stored rainwater, which was pumped from a holding tank and then to a boiler to create the steam. (These ponds can still be seen today.)

			The foghorn required a detector that sampled the air. When set for two miles, it would cause a blast when there was fog within that range, creating “a mournful two-​part wail like an organ out of tune” every eighteen seconds.9 “It must have been unbearable living with the foghorn,” said Mike Slater, who would be the last lightkeeper at Amphitrite. “It’s bad enough living next door.”10

			A solid steel door atop the third floor of the lighthouse opened like a hatch on a ship. People climbed through it to clean and polish the windows’ exteriors, a task done daily, in either the afternoon or evening, when the lamp was lit.11

			The light assembly seemed a model of engineering. It included a giant clock spring that required winding every eight hours to keep the lamp deck turning. This task frequently had the lightkeepers hiking to the lighthouse in the middle of the night.

			A kerosene lamp sat between large reflective mirrors of highly polished stainless steel, each with a circular opening in its centre. Lamp light shone through and reflected out to sea in two sweeping beams for about twenty kilometres.

			The light deck floated on a ring of mercury that minimized friction as it rotated. Once the danger of mercury poisoning was discovered, the assemblies were replaced with rollers.12 There are many tales of lightkeepers and their family members losing their sanity. Whether this was caused by mercury poisoning or harsh living conditions in isolated settings was not always documented—perhaps it was a combination of the two. There are no records of insanity among Amphitrite Point lightkeepers, but there are stories of hardship and stress. Those who do not know better may dream of an idyllic life as a lightkeeper, but it is demanding and requires a special breed.

			A Lightkeeper’s Lot in Life

			Once the structure was built and Marine Agent Robertson left, William Thompson, coxswain of the lifeboat, took charge. The lifeboat crew ran the lighthouse and horn under his direction until, in July 1918, the Ucluelet lifeboat station was closed.

			George Fraser’s brother James was hired to be watchman at the empty lifeboat station. For what turned out to be a paltry salary, he took charge of Amphitrite Point Lighthouse. By March 1919 he was airing his grievances in a letter to Agent Robertson: “If $10 a month was your idea of what was fair and just, you might have let me know at once so that I could have resigned & taken advantage of the work in the neighbourhood & been able to earn a decent living.” He made it clear they must find a replacement for him by month’s end.13

			Complaints about inadequate pay for a monumental workload were a recurring theme from lightkeepers in the early to mid-​1900s. For his ten dollars a month, James Fraser hiked the one and a half kilometres to Amphitrite from Spring Cove at sunset to light the lamp, returned at midnight to wind the mechanism and trim the wicks, and was back again at sunrise to extinguish the light. He did this in weather more foul than fair. He also chopped wood to keep a fire going, as the structure was damp inside from frequent flooding. His work ethic ensured he cleaned and polished all the brass and copper on-site. It was no doubt a great relief to James when a replacement was hired.

			Fred and Clara Routcliffe

			The new lightkeeper, Fred Routcliffe, was small of stature but large of personality. He and his wife Clara emigrated to Canada from England. Spry and wiry, Fred had been a bantamweight boxer in his younger years. When Fred took over as lightkeeper in 1919, he and Clara tried to create a home of sorts on the second floor. Along with the wood fireplace, there was a cast-​iron, coal-​burning stove in one corner of the “residence.” Although this sounds cozy, any level of comfort succumbed to the nature of the lighthouse. Smoke and fumes from the engine room came up the stairwell to the second floor. Then there was the noise from machinery, compounded by the foghorn’s mournful tones reverberating in “that concrete echo chamber.”14 After one prolonged period of fog, Fred tendered his resignation but was persuaded to stay on.

			Clara Routcliffe had a bad back, the result of being buried in rubble during the first London Blitz. Declaring she had already endured more than her share of stress, she soon refused to live in the lighthouse. The couple moved to Spring Cove and opened a bakery. Fred, like his predecessor James Fraser, then hiked back and forth between Spring Cove and Amphitrite in all kinds of weather, tending the light. Helen Stuart, who grew up near the lighthouse, later said of Fred: “His step was lively, bouncy and brisk. He always carried a rifle, in case of an unpleasant encounter with wildlife.”15

			Fred also spent many hours rowing the harbour, delivering his baked goods to locals and seasonal fishermen.

			Fred Routcliffe stayed on as lightkeeper for nine years, clinging to promises of an assistant and a lightkeeper’s residence near the lighthouse. Finally, getting neither, he resigned in April 1928. He and Clara moved into a bungalow in Ucluelet, at the top of Main Street hill on the site of the present St. Aidan’s Church building. Finally having free time, Fred was a fixture in the village, and delighted in keeping up on all the news with long chats on the street.

			Chris and Hannah Fletcher

			The next lightkeeper and his wife, also originally from England, had a home on pre-​empted waterfront outside Ucluelet. When they moved to Amphitrite, a newly built, sturdy wood-​frame residence awaited them.

			Chris Fletcher was a tough man. He had to be. Like the lightkeepers before him, he hauled supplies from Spring Cove through the bush and over a cedar-​pole trail.

			The Fletchers had a lovely garden at their pre-​emption, and also cultivated the property around the lightkeeper’s house. There, they created exquisite gardens including a vegetable garden, terraced rockeries and a large cranberry bog in the nearby brush. They also constructed a huge pond filled with purple water lilies, bamboo, goldfish and carp. Chris and Hannah also built a greenhouse and raised chickens.

			
					[image: ]
					Prudhoe Lodge, the Fletchers’ new residence at Amphitrite, circa 1930. Leona Taylor
				
			The Boardwalk

			The cedar-​pole trail going through the bush between Spring Cove and Amphitrite was a common route for the lightkeepers. Then a boardwalk was built between Walton’s Bay (now called Birds Bay) and Amphitrite. Good balance was a plus when walking the boardwalk, especially in the sections perched high above the swampy ground. Light-​station supplies were shipped from Victoria Marine Depot, usually twice a year. The supply vessels anchored and sent their shipments on a landing barge, which would off-​load the cargo, on a high tide, in Walton’s Bay, at the foot of the boardwalk ramp. A wheeled cart would be filled and winched up the ramp with a hand crank, to a landing deck. The cart was about the size of the baggage carts once used at railway stations. This process continued until all the cargo was on the landing deck.

			From there, the lightkeeper, sometimes assisted by the supply vessel’s crew, filled his wheelbarrow and went back and forth between bay and lighthouse, a two-​and-a-half-​kilometre round trip, transporting loads of supplies until the deed was done. The cargo was stored in a big wooden shed, garbed in the traditional red and white lighthouse paint. Eventually, a plank road made transporting the supplies a somewhat easier task.

			World War II brought changes to Amphitrite Point. The federal government installed a radar station atop the bluff behind the lighthouse. And because some members of the forces were housed at Spring Cove, a plank road was built joining the cove and Amphitrite Point. The air force also put in telephone lines to connect their operations base at Amphitrite Point with the seaplane base and with their buildings at Spring Cove.
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					Seen here from the top of a radar beacon, this plank road connected Spring Cove to Amphitrite Point and was used to transport military personnel, supplies and equipment during World War II. Helen Watts
				
			The plank road, like the boardwalk, was built with cedar. The three-​and-a-half-​metre planks were nailed in pairs atop huge cedar ties which rested mainly on the forest floor. In some spots, they bridged a creek surrounded by swamp. The planks were spaced a vehicle-​tire span apart. Keeping your vehicle on the plank road was a tricky business, especially when it was slick with rain or frost.

			When the war ended, the radar installation was removed. The plank road connecting Spring Cove with Amphitrite Point remained.

			Radar Beacon Installation
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					Like all Ucluelet vehicles, the Dodge truck at Spring Cove arrived and left by steamship, in this case the Uchuck. Helen Watts
				
			After World War II, the telecommunications division of the Department of Transport installed radio beacons in existing lighthouse stations to increase safety for marine traffic along the West Coast. At Amphitrite Point, the installation was built on the site of the former radar installation. It was a large project. In the spring of 1949, workers built a house and office for an operator and his family, and an engine room for two generators.

			Delivering the required materials was a major production. A green Dodge truck off-​loaded at Spring Cove was used to transport all the shipped materials along the plank road. The little truck carried building materials and household supplies for the new building, plus outside supplies necessary for the radio beacon installation. A government high rigger named Bill Fleming assembled the two fifteen-​metre-​tall radio beacon masts.

			Once everything was delivered, the Dodge truck was left for the use of the new employee and family. Barclay Stuart, wife Thelma and young daughter Helen moved into the residence in June 1949. Stuart, the officer in charge, was ideal for the job. He was a specialist trained in running radio beacons, as well as a telegraphist well versed in Morse code and radio telephones.

			The radio beacons transmitted a Morse code signal—the letter A for Amphitrite ·–·–·– pause ·–·–·– pause ·–·–·– pause, followed by seconds of silence, then repeated again for nine minutes, every half-​hour, 24 hours a day, 365 days a year.16

			Helen Watts (née Stuart) later said the house was wired for electricity, with outlets in the walls and bulb sockets in the ceilings… “Only we weren’t rationed any fuel to run our home on electricity. (Except for Saturday Night Hockey on the radio!)”17

			The Stuarts’ arrival brought neighbours for the Fletchers. Helen later described Chris Fletcher as a rugged man with “bushy graying red eyebrows and a Father Christmas Face. He was beginning to stoop and move more slowly due to age, arthritis and the very hard physical labour which he endured as keeper. Hannah was taller, purposefully upright and strongly calm.”18 Thelma Stuart recalled that Hannah had a fear of fire, so always kept the house on the cool side.

			Barclay Stuart, like Chris Fletcher, had a strong work ethic. Barclay saw the massive workload Chris was carrying and wanted to help. After twenty-​one years of managing on his own, it took time for Chris to share the load. Bit by bit, he allowed Barclay to help with the running of the lighthouse. The two families developed a close friendship, maintaining it after Chris retired in 1951.

			In June 1950, the arrival of the CGS Estevan heralded a new era for Amphitrite Point Lighthouse, with the delivery of two gasoline generators to run the foghorn. This put an end to the coal-​burning steam-​production system. As Helen Watts said in her March 2015 presentation on the history of Amphitrite Point Lighthouse: “No more hauling coal in a wheelbarrow from the red shed at the end of the boardwalk. Now it was rolling 45-gallon drums full of gasoline up all those cement steps…. What an improvement!”

			Supply Days

			Supply ships delivered people and supplies to the lighthouses. The captains and crews of these vessels were brave and skilled navigators, battling wild weather and tumultuous seas. They also installed and reinstalled warning buoys, putting themselves in danger so that others could safely navigate the treacherous West Coast waters.

			The CGS Estevan, built in 1912, acted largely as a lighthouse supply vessel and buoy tender. When the Estevan served as supply ship for Amphitrite Point during the 1950s, she was fuelled by coal. Helen said their “first sight of her arrival was a dark smudge of black smoke on the horizon,” so they lovingly referred to her as “Smoky Joe.”19 (In 1958, the Estevan was converted from coal to oil fuel.)

			The Estevan’s arrival was always welcome. Helen spoke nostalgically of supply days. “We children—the Cove kids, the Lighthouse kids, sometimes Town kids—and always Helen—would wander down to the wharf at Spring Cove.”20 There, they kept out of the way while taking in the exciting activity.

			The crew routinely unloaded 350 forty-​five-​gallon drums of fuel from the supply ship to a landing vessel, which took them to the wharf. There, they were rolled up to the truck and manhandled into the box, which held three drums. The pickup was driven along the plank road to Amphitrite, where each drum was unloaded and wrestled into an upright position. Helen did the math: there were 117 trips to and from Spring Cove just for the gasoline drums. “Then there were drums of kerosene for the lighthouse lamp. And so on.”21

			The kids all loved the hustle and bustle of supply days. When the unloading was finally done, with any luck there’d be a kind word from the ship’s captain, usually Monty Montgomery. The crew would load up to fourteen kids in the workboat and take them for a spin “out of the Cove, out around the Estevan where she was anchored in the entrance of Ucluelet Harbour, then back to the wharf. Childhood heaven!”22

			The Yodelling Lightkeeper

			In a roundabout way, World War II was responsible for the arrival of a new lighthouse employee. When Adolph Heiler was seriously injured in his home country of Germany during the war, Canadian troops transported him to a first-​aid station, where he received life-​saving transfusions of Canadian blood. After the war, Adolph made his way to Canada, finding a job in the Port Alberni pulp mill. But Adolph longed for a quieter, more low-​key place. His dream came true when he visited Ucluelet in the mid-​1950s.

			Serendipitously, the assistant lightkeeper at Amphitrite Point had just resigned; Adolph was hired on the spot. He was a conscientious employee, and also made good use of the little spare time his position offered. A gifted artist, he painted en plein air and took many photographs to reference for further paintings. Arthur Lismer and Frederick Varley, of Canada’s famous Group of Seven, both visited Adolph to view and discuss his paintings.

			Adolph had grown up in the Bavarian Alps. A seasoned yodeller, he sometimes entertained Helen and her friends. Adolph found that the lighthouse’s second floor provided the best acoustics, possibly because the windows there had been filled in with concrete. “He’d send us off down the steel ladder to the main floor,” Helen said, “then would joyfully ring the cement rooms with the beautiful sound.”23

			Progress: Pros and Cons

			In 1957, a gravel road was built over the trail between Spring Cove and Ucluelet. Next, sections of the plank road from Amphitrite to Spring Cove were bulldozed and replaced with gravel. This gravel road connected with the new one between the cove and Ucluelet. Helen later said, “I must say that with the road, we lost a little bit of the magic.”24 (I felt the same way when the road was put through to Port Alberni in 1959.)

			The changes continued at Amphitrite Point. In 1961, a new lightkeeper’s house was built, and electricity arrived in 1962. Before that, there were just a few dim light bulbs in the first and second floors of the lighthouse, stemming from a very weak electrical current created by batteries. The families in the two houses used gas lamps, and a gas iron for ironing clothing. Helen recalled that overly brisk strokes with the iron caused flames to shoot out its sides. October 7, 1962, was the momentous day when the homes and lighthouse at Amphitrite were connected to electricity from Ucluelet. Young Helen Stuart had the honour of switching on the first electric light.

			The Stuarts moved to the brighter lights of Vancouver when Barclay retired in 1965. At a farewell party at the Ucluelet Athletic Club Hall, the popular couple were presented with two easy chairs—a fitting gift as they headed into well-​deserved retirement.

			Windstorms and Wildlife

			Jack Thompson worked as assistant lightkeeper at Amphitrite in the 1960s, and was still there when Barclay Stuart retired. Jack’s family often remained in their house at the foot of Fraser Lane, and his wife Norah stayed with him at the lightkeeper’s house on weekends. Jack’s daughter Ann Branscombe recalls surprising her dad on his birthday. She and some friends took kitchen chairs into the unfurnished living room, where the linoleum was rocking like the sea, owing to the wind blowing under it. Ann was quick to clarify that this was before they’d even opened a bottle of wine.

			One time, when Ann went to the lightkeeper’s house during her lunch break from the Co-op, she had to drive through deep, brown seafoam covering the road. When she reached the house, the sea was crashing right over the lighthouse.

			In those days, a gate blocked road entry to the lighthouse property. Ann got out of the car one cold dark night to unlock the gate and heard what sounded like a baby crying. She quickly twigged that it was a cougar and got back into the car in short order.

			The End of an Era

			In the 1980s, the Canadian Coast Guard produced a plan to drastically reduce the number of staffed lighthouses on the West Coast. After public outcry, they briefly backed away from the plan in 1987. The next year, however, Amphitrite Point Lighthouse and four others lost their keepers. Amphitrite became automated. Mike Slater was the last lightkeeper of Amphitrite Point. He and his wife, Carol, moved on to his reassignment on Trial Islands near Oak Bay that summer.

			“It’s just unfortunate that the only people who are going to lose are the people who depend on the service,” Carol said.25 She and Mike both stated they loved their many years on lighthouses and wondered “what the bureaucrats are thinking thousands of miles away.”26

			The unmanning of Amphitrite Point Lighthouse was the end of an era, but the unwavering light continues to guide mariners past dangerous rocks and reefs into Ucluelet’s safe harbour.

			A Sight for Sore Eyes

			One sweltering day in the summer of 2012, my husband and I had just arrived in Split, Croatia, after a long uncomfortable bus ride from Mostar, Bosnia. The bus was hot and stuffy, and we had both forgotten to fill our water bottles. As we stumbled through the scorching cobbled streets of Split, searching for our hotel, I was exhausted, irritable and fighting back tears. A shopkeeper kindly directed us to our hotel, which we had passed by three times, as it was built into the city’s stone wall.

			Upon entering the little family-​run hotel, we were welcomed and directed up a short flight of stairs to our room. The girl at the front desk called out: “You can use the computer whenever you want!” I looked up through bleary eyes and saw the computer, and on the screen was a gorgeous photo of Amphitrite Point Lighthouse. I burst into happy tears.

			Refreshed after a cold shower and a long nap, we headed back downstairs. I asked the girl how that screen saver ended up on their computer. She told me they were given a choice of “the five most beautiful places in the world” and they chose that one. We proudly explained it was from our hometown. From then on, while we stayed at that lovely little hotel, we were referred to as “the people of the screen saver.”

		
	
		
			 Chapter 11 Life-saving Boats and Coast Guard

			It took a major tragedy to bring lifeboat stations to the west coast of Vancouver Island. For years, the Dominion government and the insurance company Lloyd’s of London had an agreement to provide aid to the island’s west coast in the event of marine disasters. The salvage steamer Salvor was always kept at full steam, ready to deliver lifeboats when needed. But the Salvor was based in the calm waters of Esquimalt Harbour, far from the treacherous Graveyard of the Pacific. In January 1906, when the passenger ship Valencia ran aground north of Carmanah Point, at least 117 passengers and crew died. None of the women and children were among the thirty-​eight survivors. The inquiry following the tragedy recommended, among other things, that lifeboat stations be established along the west coast at Pachena, Ucluelet and Tofino. The Pachena Bay station was soon moved to the more protected waters of Bamfield Inlet.

			The first lifeboat station at Ucluelet was located at Hitacu. It was moved across the bay to Spring Cove in 1908, under the charge of well-​known Ucluelet resident August Lyche. In January 1908, marine agent Captain James Gaudin visited the coast to try and hire more crew for the lifeboat, but he was unsuccessful because the pay he offered was deemed inadequate. Crew members manned the lifeboat with oars and sails, routinely risking life and limb in horrific weather conditions. Something at least akin to a living wage would have been welcomed.
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					William Thompson was coxswain of Ucluelet’s first lifeboat. Hitacu is in the background. UAHS Archives
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					The lifeboat station at Spring Cove. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			When there were not enough paid crew, volunteers stepped in. One such event was big news in the Victoria Times Colonist of October 18, 1911. The launch Ucluelet, owned by the West Coast Fishing and Curing Company, left Toquart, and Herbert Hillier noticed it had not arrived in Ucluelet. Alarmed by a rising storm, he sought volunteers to man the lifeboat, meeting with “a ready response” from settlers and the First Nations community. Former coxswain August Lyche led the crew, and they “struck out in the teeth of the gale,” rowing eight kilometres before finding the launch struggling in breakers. They threw a line to the two men in the Ucluelet, and with Tom Tugwell as captain and Ted Thornton (probably meaning Ed Thornton, brother of Wilfred Thornton) as engineer, they rowed for three hours of “hard pulling,” towing the launch to safety in Barkley Sound. The men in the launch decided to shelter there with their boat. The eleven lifeboat volunteers then made the eleven-​kilometre “hard pull back home,” where they were met with coffee and other refreshments.
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					The early lifeboat crews braved challenging seas for minimal pay to rescue mariners along the Graveyard of the Pacific. UAHS Archives
				
			The article commended Herbert Hillier for identifying and dealing with the potential disaster. Both the Ucluelet and Toquart telegraph offices were acknowledged for staying open to assist the rescue.

			In February 1912, tragedy struck during lifeboat-​crew training in Barkley Sound. The crew, now under the leadership of coxswain William Thompson, was attempting to land for lunch on one of the Double Islands (later renamed Chrow Islands around 1936), about five kilometres northwest of Ucluelet. The boat was swamped. None of the nine crew wore lifebelts. The Victoria Daily Times of February 19, 1912, reported: “The accident was wholly unexpected as the crew had on previous occasions made similar landings under worse weather conditions.”1

			The crew was unable to right the craft, and most of them swam for shore. Twenty-​four-​year-​old Thorval Wingen had been struck on the head when the boat went over. Coxswain Thompson tried to tow him to land, but the ordeal “sapped the strength of the plucky lifesaver” and the strong surf pulled Wingen from his grasp.2 Others tried to help but were thrown against the rocks. Thorval Wingen from Tofino had been a crew member for several years. He was a strong swimmer, and it was felt he would have survived had he not been knocked unconscious.
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					A sad gathering on the dock at Tofino waits to transport Thorval Wingen’s coffin to Morpheus Island. Ken Gibson
				
			The rest of the crew, some of them injured, returned overland to the Ucluelet life-saving station.3 The SS Newington was sent from Victoria after the accident. The crew recovered Thorval’s body the following day and took it to Clayoquot for burial on Morpheus Island.

			At a public meeting in Ucluelet in September 1912, H.S. Clements, MP, presented Thompson with an engraved watch in recognition of his heroic attempt to save Thorval Wingen.

			Trading Oars for Gasoline

			The year 1913 brought welcome news. Under the headline “Lifeboat for Ucluelet,” the Province newspaper reported that “members of the Ucluelet life-​saving station…are to receive a handsome Christmas present this year…The husky men who now pull the Ucluelet lifeboat are looking forward with eagerness to the time when they will no longer have to use their long oars, but will be able to listen to the music made by the chugging of the gasoline engine. At Ucluelet is one of the most powerful crews that ever stepped into a lifeboat.”4

			The lifeboat, launched in Vancouver in late December 1913, was the first of its type built in Canada. The Bamfield lifeboat had been imported from New York. Ucluelet’s new lifeboat, built by V.M. Dafoe and Co. of Vancouver, was a “self-​righting, self-​bailing, centre board gasoline engine, 35 to 40 horsepower vessel, 36 feet long, 8.10-foot beam, 5 feet deep and fitted with oars and sails.”5 Built of Honduras mahogany and oak, she had brass and copper fittings.

			The new craft was deemed “unsinkable,” having six watertight compartments containing one hundred copper air tanks. The motor was encased in a watertight compartment. In acknowledgement of wild West Coast seas, the boat was fitted with life straps “to strap the captain and engineer to their posts when necessary.”6

			The boat was to travel to Ucluelet under her own power, first stopping at Victoria for outfitting. After a nine-​hour crossing from Vancouver to Victoria at three-​quarter speed, plans changed. On January 6, 1914, she was hoisted aboard the lighthouse tender CGS Estevan and delivered to Ucluelet. Ucluelet’s previous lifeboat was transferred to Clayoquot. The surf boat from Clayoquot went to Clo-​oose.

			In 1915, the Ucluelet lifeboat went a hundred kilometres offshore to rescue the American powered fishing schooner Puritan, which had lost her propeller and was “wallowing helplessly in a bad sea,” taking on water and drifting seaward. The Daily Colonist reported this was the first call out for the Ucluelet lifeboat in several months, and that she “reached the disabled ship in the shortest possible space of time.”7

			In 1918, the 1908 problem of manning the Ucluelet lifeboat recurred. Marine Department officials explained that “every able-​bodied man within a radius of many miles of the west coast station has abandoned his former pursuits to engage in the more remunerative business of fishing.”8

			The Victoria Times stated there were between 200 and 250 boats of all types, mainly under power, engaged in fishing out of Ucluelet. “The fishermen were making as much in a day as the lifeboat-​men were drawing down in a month.”9

			In July 1918, the Ucluelet lifeboat station was closed down. Some blamed financial cutbacks caused by World War I. Others believed it was due to lack of a crew because of inadequate wages. James Fraser was hired as caretaker of the empty lifeboat station.

			Ucluelet then relied on the lifeboat stations at Bamfield and Tofino, which still served the west coast. Commercial fishermen and other Ucluelet and area mariners continued to aid in emergencies at sea.

			Given the dangerous marine environment, there was public outcry. In 1955, the Port Alberni chamber of commerce called for the establishment of a Canadian Coast Guard service on Vancouver Island’s west coast. A petition was already being circulated along the coast, urging the establishment of services similar to those of the US Coast Guard.

			Canadian Coast Guard

			The Marine branch of the Department of Marine and Fisheries was founded in 1867. It was officially named the Canadian Coast Guard (CCG) in 1962. From then until 1995, the CCG operated under the Department of Transport. In 1995, the federal government announced another change, and the CCG now operates as an agency within the Department of Fisheries and Oceans. The CCG, as a special operating agency, has a fair amount of autonomy. Its headquarters are in Ottawa.

			The period from the 1960s to the 1980s saw a need for expansion of the CCG, due to a huge increase in marine traffic. Ucluelet’s strategic location on the Graveyard of the Pacific, and at the entrance to Barkley Sound, inspired big changes for the community. In February 1976, the CCG advertised for tenders for a Vessel Traffic Management system.10 An operations building was constructed on a Coast Guard site at Amphitrite Point, overlooking the lighthouse and the open sea.

			Part of the system was a three-​storey, radome-​topped building atop Mount Ozzard. Many refer to this iconic structure as the “golf ball.” (Sometimes locals, when feeling overwhelmed by tourists, have suggested they try “the revolving restaurant on top of the mountain across the bay.” All in good fun, of course.)

			The radar installation on Mount Ozzard had two generators, referred to by Vessel Traffic Management staff as “Henry” and “Shirley.”

			The new system used the call sign “Tofino Traffic,” considered easier to pronounce and understand than “Amphitrite Traffic” or “Ucluelet Traffic.” When, in April 1980, the Coast Guard marine radio station relocated from Tofino to the new centre at Amphitrite, the historic message continued to be “Tofino radio, Tofino radio,” as broadcasted from Tofino Airport since 1956.

			The creation of the Amphitrite Point Vessel Traffic Management Centre brought an influx of new residents to Ucluelet. Radar and radio operators and maintenance staff arrived with their families, boosting the economy, buoying up the school population, and increasing the number of community volunteers. Sandy Henry arrived with his family in early January 1978, one of the initial group of eight staff members, with Dave McMillan the officer in charge. The centre officially opened on January 2, 1978. After several months of preliminary work and on-site training, the group commenced watch keeping on March 6. The next group of eight arrived, and rotating eight-​hour shifts of two-​man watches were set up.

			The technology could scan ships within a hundred-​kilometre radius. This was especially crucial during impenetrable fog and challenging seas. Sandy Henry said the system “worked like a charm most of the time” with the American, British, and Canadian ships going up and down the coast.11 Problems arose when foreign vessels had no English speakers on board. The Vessel Management staff spoke slowly and clearly but could not always get their messages across to the foreign vessel crews.

			One close call was when a Chinese cargo ship called the Daisy was observed heading straight for the rocks of Amphitrite Point. Sandy later said the ship, “as far as we could tell, navigated across the North Pacific with a road atlas.” Urgent warnings were radioed repeatedly by Ray Henri, but apparently not understood, for the ship stayed on her course to destruction, and all warnings were responded to with a polite “Thank you.” Finally, someone who understood English acknowledged the calls and changed course, at that point just one and a half kilometres from the rocks. Further instructions were radioed as the ship headed towards reefs inside Barkley Sound. At the last minute, the ship again altered course, and the Amphitrite staff “wiped the perspiration off their brows.”12 That type of incident happened several times. “It kept you on your toes,” Sandy said.

			Monitoring marine safety had its stressful moments, but there were also sources of entertainment for staff at Amphitrite. Sandy recalled watching grey whales hanging out off the point, rubbing against the red can-​buoy anchor chain to rid themselves of barnacles.

			He described his twenty years at the Vessel Traffic Management Centre as a watch supervisor as interesting and at times “kind of tense.” During fishing season, there would be upwards of eight hundred trollers “all over the place.” They tended to congregate in clumps wherever the fishing hot spot was. If the large vessels did spot the trollers, the result could be quite disconcerting, as at night strobe lights flashing on trollers would “drive a deck officer nuts trying to avoid them.” It was easy to provide advance warning and steer the ships with English-​speaking crew around these clumps of trollers. Difficulties persisted when watch staff couldn’t communicate with some foreign vessels.

			On July 22, 1991, the Chinese deep-​sea freighter Tuo Hai struck the Tenyo Maru, a Japanese fish-​processing ship. They collided in fog, west of the entrance to Juan de Fuca Strait, where the factory ship was buying hake from Canadian fishboats. The Tenyo Maru sank, and eighty-​four people were rescued from the water, and one man lost. The staff at Amphitrite saw the impending collision on radar but could not bridge the communication gap with the non-​English-​speaking vessel crew.

			The environment and wildlife were further casualties. As many as ten thousand seabirds were predicted to die because of the massive oil leakage from the sinking ship. Vulnerable marine mammals were also possible victims.

			In 2014, the Amphitrite Point Vessel Traffic Management Centre was closed down. The decision was contentious. The concern about maritime disasters along our coast does not focus only on loss of life and loss of ships. There is also constant worry about the possibility of an oil tanker disaster and the catastrophic damage it would cause along the coast. Coupled with issues of marine safety was the economic and social impact on Ucluelet.

			The closure was seen by many as an ill-​advised budget-​cutting strategy of the Conservative government. The facility had reported marine weather conditions, identified vessels entering Canadian waters and received and relayed distress signals. After the closure, all calls once handled by Ucluelet went to a Prince Rupert site. On April 22, the day after the Ucluelet facility closed, the Prince Rupert facility lost power in the middle of the night, leaving no coverage for distress signals along the treacherous west coast of Vancouver Island. Coast Guard vessels started monitoring emergency channels, but it was a disconcerting start to the new system.

			Another possible reason for the facility closure was the huge decrease in the number of trollers and fish-​factory vessels offshore, which were once a major part of the navigational picture monitored by radar.

			The initial installation atop Mount Ozzard was a low-​frequency radar with an eight-​and-a-half-​metre reflector. The radar dated from the end of World War II, and was not disturbed by rain, fog or snow. It was replaced with a nine-​gig navigational radar, susceptible to interference from inclement weather. This fits with the overall Canadian system, rather than being uniquely suited to the West Coast.

			In 1995, the Canada Shipping Act was amended with the establishment of the marine environmental protection plan. Concern from both citizens and government entities about our area of the West Coast led the Western Canada Marine Response Corporation to build an oil-​spill response base in Ucluelet, and the bright orange, blue and white response vessels were seen coming and going from the harbour on marine training exercises. This did not completely alleviate concern about the risks of increased tanker traffic when the Trans Mountain Pipeline expansion project went through in 2024.

			The Canadian Coast Guard Auxiliary

			This not-​for-​profit group has existed since 1978. In 2012, the name was changed to Royal Canadian Marine Search and Rescue (RCMSAR), but their mission to save lives on the water remains the same. Ucluelet’s Station No. 38 is one of fifteen stations making up the Central Region of the RCMSAR. The volunteers are on call twenty-​four hours a day, year-​round.

			Initially, the Coast Guard Auxiliary was made up entirely of owner-​operator boats. A local society was formed, and they raised funds to buy a boat and build a boathouse. The group still functions with owner-​operators, but there is also a dedicated fast-​response boat housed in a shed at the outer boat basin.

			Becoming an RCMSAR volunteer requires marine experience and a pleasure-​craft operator card. Volunteers joining the crew are provided with unit and regional training, including certification in first aid and marine VHF operation.

			Brian Congdon, long-​time volunteer with the RCMSAR, has been out on many search-​and-​rescue missions, often on his seaworthy Dixie IV, a former lifeboat. On one memorable occasion, Brian and a crew of two were called out by the Coast Guard to assist a boat heading up from the States. It had lost power and missed the entrance to Juan de Fuca Strait. Brian described it as “the kind of night nobody should be out in.” By the time they found the struggling boat, winds had picked up from storm level to hurricane force, and the boats were thirteen kilometres offshore. Using his knowledge of local reefs and rocks, Brian guided the two boats safely into Ucluelet Harbour. In the wild seas, he lost the Zodiac dinghy he was towing. The Bamfield lifeboat crew stayed overnight in Ucluelet and found Brian’s Zodiac the next day, on their trip home to Bamfield. David Hagstrom, officer in charge of Bamfield Coast Guard, presented Brian with 180 metres of nice tow rope for future rescues.

			Mark Livingstone, a highly regarded RCMSAR volunteer, lost his life in a tragic industrial accident in 2007. Mark worked as a Canadian Coast Guard radio operator and dedicated many hours to volunteering on search-​and-​rescue missions, fundraising and hands-on work, such as building the boathouse for the dedicated marine vessel. A plaque on the boathouse honours his contributions. Mark was very focused on marine safety, and in his memory, the longest leg in the Van Isle 360, a sailing race circumnavigating Vancouver Island, was named the “Mark Livingstone Leg.”

		
	
		
			 Chapter 12 Walking the Telegraph Lines

			In its early years, Ucluelet was isolated, and communication with the outside world was sporadic at best. With infrequent mail deliveries, a better system was needed. The answer came in the early 1900s in the form of telegraph lines.

			The telegraph system was operated by the Government Telegraph Service, through a head office appropriately situated on Government Street in Victoria. The line from Victoria was linked to Alberni in 1895–96. When routes from there to the island’s west coast were considered, one option was to go along Sproat Lake and Taylor River, through the mountains to Kennedy Lake. From there, it could go south towards Ucluelet, and north along Long Beach towards Tofino. This route, which Highway 4 now basically follows, was vetoed because of winter snow concerns.

			Once a different option was chosen, the Daily Colonist of March 30, 1901, reported good progress on the telegraph system. SS Queen City arrived in Victoria with news that surveying the new line from Alberni to Clayoquot was proceeding without delay.

			With the surveying completed, the linemen set to work chopping down trees and then topping and trimming other trees to attach lines to. They strung great lengths of heavy iron wire. Materials were delivered by coastal steamer.

			The west coast connection branched out from Alberni, with a line on either side of Barkley Sound. One line, completed in 1899, stretched from Alberni to Cape Beale via Bamfield. The line to Ucluelet ran along Alberni Canal to Uchucklesaht and up to Silver Lake, overland to Effingham Inlet, then overhead across the inlet, overland again to Pipestem Inlet, and along the shore from Toquart to Ucluelet. From there, it carried on along Wreck Bay and Long Beach to Tofino, connecting to Stubbs Island by underwater cable. This Alberni–west coast connection was completed in 1902. By 1914, it extended from Clayoquot all the way to Nootka.
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					The telegraph linemen devised ingenious methods to traverse gullies and ravines. Frank Hillier
				
			The telegraph lines required constant maintenance. Linemen, like lightkeepers, were considered a special breed of men. They hiked the rough trails in all kinds of weather to keep the lines working. Trees regularly blew down in wild west coast storms, breaking the lines. The linemen listened at their stations. If the line was dead, they set out on foot or on water, tracing the line to find the break. Some of them had a battery system to assess whether their repair job had worked. There was more snow then, and they sometimes trudged in freezing temperatures.

			The lines were often strung on poles near the shoreline, inaccessible by trail. Some linemen had the use of a launch and would anchor and then row in a smaller boat to the rocky shore and scrabble through bush to tend the lines. Others checked the shoreline by canoe.

			Residents up and down the coast used the lines for regular communication and for relaying news of emergencies. The salteries, reduction plants and fish-​buying plants relied on the telegraph lines for all their communication, since they had no radios, and mail boats came only every two weeks or so. Because shipwrecks were frequent on the west coast, the telegraph line trails were also life-​saving trails. Small huts along sections of line were stocked with telegraph-​connection and emergency supplies. For sailors who reached shore from a wrecked ship, finding one of these huts could mean the difference between life and death.

			In 1906, after the wreck of the Valencia and its loss of life, the line was extended by thirteen kilometres to connect to the Sechart whaling station. It was hoped that in an emergency, the whaling steamer Orion could be summoned for help.

			William Thompson, Ucluelet’s first telegraph operator and lineman, was based in Port Albion. The 1904 BC Gazetteer lists him as telegraph operator and Herbert Hillier as lineman. In 1910, Herbert Hillier is still listed, and his brother Jack Hillier recorded as telegraph lineman at Toquart. The same Gazetteer shows my grandfather, Thomas M. Baird, as lineman at Port Renfrew. They say the life of a lineman’s wife was often isolated and lonely. I think of my Grandma Baird at home with her seven children in their oceanside house in Port Renfrew, waiting for my grandfather to come home from tending the line on wild west coast nights.

			It must have been a relief for her when he worked as postmaster, telegraph operator and customs officer, and no longer regularly maintained the lines in foul weather. But worries never ceased, for the 1921 BC Gazetteer lists her younger brother, David Soule, as a Port Renfrew lineman.
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					Herbert Hillier, lineman, repairing the telegraph line. UAHS Archives
				
			Ucluelet pioneer Herbert Hillier helped construct the line between Ucluelet and Alberni and was lineman and agent for over thirty-​five years. He, wife Rosa and young sons lived for a time at Curwen Beach, just in from Forbes Island, in a house originally built by Charles Houston Curwen. Curwen had obtained a Crown grant for the isolated site in 1892, but left the area when plans for a proposed nearby development fizzled out.

			Herbert tended the line from Effingham to Maggie River, usually travelling by canoe, as his jurisdiction ran mainly along the beach. After a year or so at Curwen Beach, Herbert chose a more sheltered spot, a choice piece of Crown land on a point east of Toquart Bay. Surrounded by water at high tide, it came to be called Hillier Island. With typical West Coast ingenuity, he relocated his house ten kilometres from one site to the other. He disassembled the Curwen Beach house and loaded the pieces on a homemade raft, which he towed by canoe, alternately paddling and sailing with a “blanket sail.” At Hillier Island, he unloaded the pieces and reassembled the house.

			
					[image: ]
					The Hillier house was moved from Curwen Beach to Hillier Island, where it was reassembled. William Hillier is seated next to the house. Frank Hillier
				
			It was an isolated existence. Norah Thompson recalled that as a girl she once went with her father, William Karn, to spend the summer on Hillier Island when Mr. Hillier had to be away. She said it was the most boring summer of her life, as there was nothing to do out there but read. Norah wasn’t keen on boating, as she was prone to seasickness, but she was convinced in later years to revisit the island with her daughter Ann and son-in-law Wally Branscombe. The house had long since collapsed, but in the ruins they found an old telegraph lineman manual, which Norah brought home as a souvenir of that long-​ago summer on Hillier Island.

			Herbert’s brother Jack came to Ucluelet in 1906, working as a telegraph lineman and operator. He lived at Toquart, maintaining the line halfway to Ucluelet and halfway to Kildonan. (In those days, Kildonan was a bustling town, essential to the fishing industry.) Jack also tended the line out to the Sechart whaling station. Life as a telegraph lineman required the strength and stamina to work often through the night and ford chest-​deep glacial rivers to reach downed lines.

			When William Thompson moved his family to Cape Beale to become lightkeeper, Herbert Hillier took over as telegraph operator. Herbert and Rosa moved their family into the Port Albion house built by William Thompson, and raised their four boys there. When Herbert retired after thirty-​five years with the telegraph service, he was awarded a King George V Silver Jubilee Medal.

			Herbert’s eldest son Bill later worked the same route his father had, living out on Hillier Island and coming home to Ucluelet on weekends. Upon reading Bill’s diary, his son Frank noticed that when Bill walked or canoed along the lines, he always took a rifle and fishing lines. Although Bill once shot a cougar as it charged him across the mud flats, the gun was not just for protection. He shot deer, ducks and geese. He also caught fish; one entry in Bill’s diary records his catch of forty trout.1 Frank reflected that licensing officials today would not be impressed, but back then it was survival mode. “I don’t think the Federal government was overly generous in their salary,” so the linemen hunted, fished and grew small gardens. They got most of their food off the land.2

			In 1937, with Bill now telegraph operator at Ucluelet, Ron Matterson took over as lineman out of Ucluelet. World War II brought an increased emphasis on communication. Ron’s maintenance of the line between Ucluelet and Tofino would eventually become easier when the war spurred the creation of a road between the towns. For a time, he continued to walk the line, but he then had the use of a car and later a government truck to travel the rough road.

			The lines going the other direction were what his wife, Ann, called “the dangerous part and the busy part.”3 From Ucluelet, Ron’s section stretched almost to Maggie River. Much of his area was exposed to wild winds, which frequently blew trees down onto lines. “He had some pretty close shaves out there,” Ann said.4 Ron had no launch and twenty kilometres of rough terrain to hike. Sometimes, in urgent cases, he chartered a boat to reach downed lines quickly.

			When hiking rocky shores and beaches, Ron collected treasures. He once found a wheel with Japanese markings, which he thought might have come off a plane. He found many glass balls, coveted fishing floats that drifted across from Japan. Ron lined them up on a log, planning to pick them up on his way back. They’d often be gone when he returned. Sometimes he found tinned food, such as pemmican, and stored it in the lineman cabin at Curwen Beach. Ann said he found “things that would have kept a man going for days and days.”5

			Ron was given an assistant during his last two years as lineman. After ill health forced Ron to retire in 1952, a new employee said they would only do the Ucluelet to Tofino route, not the more arduous section from Ucluelet to Maggie River. The government decided that it was actually a three-​man job and sold out to a private company soon after.

			Shared News

			The Rural Telephone Company, formed in 1910, was the first of its kind in BC. The settlers all bought shares and telephones. Before that, one line connected just three homes around Ucluelet Harbour.

			With the new company, one line connected the whole town. People had their own combination of rings. With this shared line, eavesdropping was discouraged, but it happened. Phyllis Binns recalled that at times telltale background noises, such as the ticking of a particular clock, could be heard, indicating a lurking eavesdropper. My Uncle Tom told the story of once saying over the phone, “Be careful what you say about that. ‘Mrs. Such-​and-​Such’ might be listening in.” At this point, “Mrs. Such-​and-​Such” was heard to say indignantly, “I am not!”

			One long ring signalled an emergency, and everyone got on the line to hear the news. During the war, Herbert Hillier gave community updates over the phone line. Phyllis Binns described the one long ring as the “Clarion Call,” and nicknamed Mr. Hillier, sharer of important news, as the “Long Ringer.” Sometimes his calls were about true emergencies, sometimes they relayed important updates on such things as the opening of fishing season, and sometimes they were the means to plan an entire community event over the phone.

			Norah Thompson (née Karn) and Enid Hutchings (née Hillier) worked in the Dominion Government Telegraph and Telephone office. When it was sold, the telephone portion at Ucluelet, Port Albion and Tofino et cetera became the BC Telephone Company. Norah continued to work for them. Other employees included Noreen Taylor and Ruby Gudbranson. The telegraph portion at Ucluelet and Tofino became Canadian Pacific Telegraphs.

			Now, here on the west coast of Vancouver Island, we have the latest technology, including cellphones and high-​speed internet. West coast historian R. Bruce Scott described the communication of yesteryear with great eloquence in his article entitled “Simple Telegraph System”: “The old telephone lines may still be seen, draped from tree to tree, or on sagging poles along the shoreline. Lines that once carried the gamut of human emotions now lie broken and unattended, grounded and short-​circuited, by-passed by technological progress.”6

		
	
		
			 Chapter 13 Boats, Planes and the Long-​awaited Road

			The first boats used for transportation up and down the coast were dugout canoes, seaworthy vessels carved from single trees. The First Nations were masters at building these canoes and travelled great distances in all kinds of weather. Early settlers arriving on small sailing schooners noted the reliability of dugout canoes and used them for transport.

			Long-​time Ucluelet resident Pete Hillier recalled that when he was young, a dugout canoe could be bought for ten dollars. “You don’t see any of the dugout war canoes like there used to be,” he added. “I can remember when I was about eight or nine riding on one of the canoes, the sides of the boat were so high I couldn’t reach the gunwhales.”1 The settlers often travelled long stretches of coastline by canoe or rowboat.

			In those early days, the sea was the highway. As a 1914 newspaper worded it: “Of all conveyances but boats, the West Coast is still chary, but of boats, and of men who go down to the sea in ships the number is legion, and the man who has a fast and safe seacraft, is rated high among his associates.”2

			The Coastal Steamers

			The ships servicing the West Coast were a lifeline to all the small communities. They carried mail, supplies and passengers. They transported ore, canned salmon and lumber. They also delivered livestock—in June 1900, twenty-​five sheep arrived in Ucluelet for west coast ranchers.3 A visitor from Victoria commented that “much interest was taken…in the landing of a donkey at Ucluelet, though for what purpose did not transpire.”4

			Residents focused on the movements of the steamers up and down the coast, and arrivals were eagerly anticipated. Schedules had to be flexible, as weather conditions, tides and extra stops all affected arrival times. West coasters frequently watched sadly as a steamship passed them by because conditions were too rough for landing. The comings and goings were reported in the Colonist newspapers, in a form of “shipping news.” The first steamships were small and were gradually supplemented or replaced by larger steamers over the years.

			The Maude, a converted sidewheeler, started the first west coast steamship run in 1887. Passengers boarded her with trepidation, having heard of “Maude fever,” an illness brought on by the smell of greasy food and engine oil combined with rolling ocean swells. The Willipa, considered a more reliable little freighter, began on the west coast route in 1898. By 1900, the route was shared by the Queen City, a steamer converted from a three-​masted schooner.

			In 1901, the Canadian Pacific Railway bought all the steamers owned by the Canadian Pacific Navigation Company, and by 1903 the Tees took over the west coast route, having arrived in Victoria from England via the Strait of Magellan in 1896. Captain Smith, skipper on the voyage, pronounced: “She rides the water like a duck.”5 Such praise was rare for the Tees. Sometimes referred to as a wallowing tub, the often disrespected vessel sat low in the water in rough seas. Even the most seasoned sailors succumbed to seasickness aboard the Tees, and she was dubbed “the Holy Roller.”
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					Captain Edward Gillam was a loved and respected presence all along the west coast of Vancouver Island. Ken Gibson
				
			Captain Edward Gillam, a master mariner born around 1864 in Newfoundland, became a much-​loved fixture along Vancouver Island’s west coast. After coming to Victoria at the age of sixteen, Gillam worked his way up from deckhand to skipper on the Queen City, before transferring to the Tees. Although she suffered many mishaps, Gillam consistently referred to the Tees as a staunch little vessel. He would soon take command of a new and mightier ship.

			The Good Ship Maquinna

			Captain James Troup, manager of the BC Coast Steamship Service as of 1901, instigated the building of a new fleet of ships to serve the coast of British Columbia. The Canadian Pacific Railway’s elegant and iconic “Empress” ocean vessels already traversed the Atlantic and the Pacific. Under Troup’s leadership, there would ultimately be a fleet of nineteen “Princess” ships. Troup helped design nine of these smaller ships, then lobbied for something bigger and better to serve Vancouver Island’s west coast. The CPR board of directors listened to him, and the Princess Maquinna was constructed.

			She was built in Victoria at Bullen’s shipyard. With an overall length of 74 metres and a gross tonnage of 1,612 metric tonnes, she was then the largest steel vessel to be built in BC. Unique in style for the West Coast, she was named for the daughter of Chief Maquinna, a powerful Nuu-​chah-​nulth ruler.

			The Daily Colonist chronicled progress during the building stages, predicting that “the arrival of Maquinna on the West Coast of Vancouver Island will prove an eye-​opener to the towns on the Vancouver Island coast, as no vessel approaching the design and lines of the new craft has ever plied those waters.”6

			The Maquinna was launched on Christmas Eve, 1912, gliding smoothly and gracefully into the water. Thus began her impressive thirty-​nine-​year career on the west coast of Vancouver Island. The Maquinna sailed from Victoria on her maiden voyage on the morning of Sunday, July 20, 1913, commanded by Captain Gillam. He was already closely connected to the ship—Troup had wisely sought his input on design and construction, aware that Gillam was well versed in the unique challenges presented by the dangerous west coast waters.

			Cheering crowds welcomed the new ship at most stops along the coast. She arrived at Bamfield to the fanfare of a band playing aboard a gasoline launch festooned with waving flags. The residents of Port Alberni turned out en masse for the grand arrival, with music blaring and whistles blowing. She entered a more subdued Ucluelet Harbour, owing to her 4 a.m. arrival. However, “banners welcoming the steamer were stretched across the roadway and wharf, and every evidence of welcome to the new boat was displayed.”7

			Captain Troup, aboard to experience the fulfillment of his vision, enthused about how well she handled rough weather. He also noted that many of the wharves on the route would need to be enlarged to accommodate the Maquinna. By November 1913, alterations to lengthen wharves at Ucluelet, Clayoquot and Quatsino were under way.8
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					The Maquinna arrives at the wharf in Ucluelet Harbour. UAHS Archives
				
			Residents up and down the coast expectantly awaited her distinct arrival whistle—long-​short-​long-​short. Author and historian R. Bruce Scott described the pitch as faltering on its last note: “Like a young boy’s voice, it always broke and ended in a high falsetto.”9

			Passengers and crew enjoyed a new level of comfort. The Maquinna accommodated 104 first-​class passengers, with ample room for second class as well. The mahogany-​panelled dining room offered sumptuous meals. A smoking room was fitted out in hardwood. Passengers strolled the deck, played bridge and enjoyed music and dancing in the evenings. (That is, some of the passengers: sadly, in accordance with the prejudiced attitudes of the time, Indigenous people were forced to ride outside on the foredeck or in the cargo hold.)

			Captain Gillam served as the ship’s skipper for her first sixteen years. He was a master at using the piercing whistle to navigate through fog along the dangerous coastline, gauging the nature of the whistle’s echo to pinpoint their location. His finely tuned ear was also noted in his musical ability. At gatherings when the Maquinna was moored at small outposts, Gillam performed dance music on his violin. He also played Santa Claus at Christmas, filling his cabin with so many gifts that it was a challenge for him to find space to sleep. As justice of the peace, Gillam officiated at on-board weddings. On occasion, he dealt with individuals charged with the illegal sale of alcohol, issuing fines or jail time.

			The Maquinna earned the monikers “the Good Ship Maquinna” and “Old Reliable.” Her skippers and crewmen were reliable as well. Certified deep-​sea sailors, they dealt with wild weather, heavy seas and a treacherous coastline.

			The Princess Norah

			As large numbers of enthusiastic travellers vied for passage on sightseeing cruises up the coast, Troup masterminded another princess for the fleet. The Princess Norah was built in 1928 by the Fairfield Shipbuilding and Engineering Company of Glasgow, Scotland. At seventy-​six metres, she was slightly longer than the Maquinna but outweighed her by more than nine hundred tonnes.

			The Princess Norah arrived from Scotland in 1929, starting on the route mainly to transport tourists. She was described as “a sleek and gracious beauty of a ship, a real Princess, with something new—a bow rudder to help her navigate the narrow passages and inlets of the rugged West Coast.”10 Captain Gillam skippered her maiden voyage up the coast in April 1929. Dignitaries aboard included the Governor General of Canada and his wife, Lord and Lady Willingdon, as well as the Honourable Robert Randolph Bruce, Lieutenant-​Governor of BC. The ship’s deluxe accommodation provided ample room for Lady Willingdon’s lady-in-waiting and personal maid.

			Much was made of the elegant appointment of the Princess Norah: “Why, in the dining room you actually found fingerbowls!”11 Whether Lady Willingdon acquired a fingerbowl or something similar from the Maquinna is not known, although she was said to have “taking ways…If she was visiting your house she would admire this, or that, and the owner was expected to present to her whatever it was she admired. Hostesses learned to put into hiding any object which they did not wish to lose when Lady Willingdon came to call.”12 She gave freely of her signature gifts in return, “handsome autographed photographs of the pair, in beautiful sterling silver frames, with the vice-​regal crest on top.”13

			On the inaugural trip, Lady Willingdon did daily one-​and-a-half-​kilometre walks around the deck and made frequent visits to the bridge, “where she literally stormed Captain Gillam with questions regarding the operation of the vessel.”14

			Whereas the Maquinna’s maiden voyage had arrived in Ucluelet in the wee hours of the morning, the Princess Norah steamed up Ucluelet Harbour in broad daylight, allowing for a livelier welcome. The Colonist newspaper remarked that “the Norah was invaded by school children of three races” (Nuu-​chah-​nulth, Japanese Canadian and Caucasian) “who had been accorded a holiday for the occasion.”15
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					This photograph of the Princess Norah tied up at the government wharf at Ucluelet was taken from the Lyches’ property. Hitacu can be seen across the bay, in the background. Ranvei Ullhareg
				
			Captain Gillam skippered the new ship for just three weeks before passing away at the age of sixty-​five. On May 3, 1929, in heavy seas off Tofino, he was injured in a fall down a companionway on the Princess Norah. Reasons for his fall were variously attributed to a heart attack, a dizzy spell and unfamiliarity with the ship’s layout. What is known is that he struck his head and succumbed to his injuries. After reaching Tofino, the Princess Norah completed the rest of her voyage northward, before returning to Victoria with the esteemed captain’s body.

			A Farewell to “Old Reliable”

			By 1952, big changes were happening on Vancouver Island’s west coast. Large fish packers transported fish. Some communities (although not yet Ucluelet) were accessed by roads, enabling freight truck transport. Many passengers chose to travel by plane rather than ship. Operating the Maquinna went from the black into the red. She needed repairs, and they were not financially viable.

			Her second-to-last scheduled trip was slated for September 4, 1952. Cargo and passengers aboard, she cast off from the Belleville Street dock in Victoria at 12:17 a.m. Minutes later, her boilers gave out, unable to produce the required steam. She limped to a nearby dock. “Old Reliable” had finally worn out.

			The ship’s bell was presented to clergyman Padre Leighton, who spent many hours aboard the Maquinna from 1930 to 1935, when he served in the West Coast Mission. He displayed the bell at the Mission to Seafarers in Vancouver until his retirement, then took it with him to Tofino. It is now housed in the Tofino branch of the Canadian Legion. The Maquinna’s binnacle was given to the Ucluelet Sea Scouts and is now displayed at the District Office, under the care of the Ucluelet and Area Historical Society.

			With the Maquinna no longer in commission, and the Princess Norah withdrawn for an Alaska run two years earlier, the owners scrambled for a replacement. Their purchase of a refurbished US Army tender, renamed the Princess of Alberni, caused a hue and cry from west coasters who doubted her seaworthiness. By August 1958, she was sold, and was “renamed, as well as resexed” when new owners called her the Nootka Prince.16 Her “princely” stint lasted less than a year. Sold and converted to a tug, she retained her link to royalty with the new name Techno Crown. The Princess Norah had also been renamed the Queen of the North, then sold and renamed the Canadian Prince. The renaming and repurposing of the Princess Norah and the Princess of Alberni signalled the end of more than fifty years of service provided by the CPR to Ucluelet and other small communities up and down the outer coast.
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					Starting in 1918, brothers Chet and Stuart Stone (left to right), sons of a west coast missionary, transported mail, supplies and passengers from Port Alberni to Ucluelet and points beyond. Like William Thompson (at right in photo), they were also rum-​runners—the Odeon behind them was a rum-​running vessel. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			Brothers Doug and Percy Stone (not related to Chet and Stuart) provided mail service in Barkley Sound for fifteen years with the Victory I and Victory II. When their mail contract expired in 1936, they had made 2,209 mail trips down the canal. The Stone brothers branched out into tugboating, adding many more Victory vessels to their thriving fleet.

			The Uchuck I, II and III

			Captain Richard Porritt, a former skipper for Doug and Percy Stone, took over their relinquished mail route with a BC Packers cannery tender. He named his ship the Uchuck, a nuučaan̓uł name meaning “quiet waters.” The Uchuck was “a smart little boat of about forty feet…always kept trim and clean.”17 Porritt transported mail, supplies and passengers to logging camps, canneries and fish plants, and visited Ucluelet, Tofino and Bamfield. In 1941, he launched the seventy-​passenger Uchuck I in Vancouver.

			In 1946, Porritt sold his Uchuck business to Henry Esson Young and George McCandless, who started a new enterprise, the Barkley Sound Transportation Company. The partners soon bought a second vessel, a ferry named the West Vancouver Number 6. Captain Richard McMinn, hired by them as skipper, was initially taken aback when he travelled to Vancouver to pick her up. “There was no more horrible ship on the west coast, in the state she was in…But we bought this old girl. She was a good ship, really; strongly built.”18 McMinn went on to say they met the Princess Maquinna on the return journey. “I could almost see the Princess Maquinna, my old ship, stagger at seeing this old ferry approaching Cape Beale.”19
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					The Uchuck I approaches the government wharf, with August Lyche’s boathouse in the background. UAHS Archives
				
			The old ferry was reconstructed in Port Alberni and renamed the Uchuck II. Captain McMinn had his concerns about her. “She very often put her nose under a sea and took out a few tons of water. She occasionally worried us.”20

			Travelling from Bamfield to Ucluelet can be rough, especially in winter. McMinn described the crossings as “hairy to say the least.” The Uchuck II carried fresh milk in twenty-​gallon containers lashed to the forward bulwarks. “On many a trip when the heavy seas lifted a lid, the entire foredeck was awash in milk and cream. This run made no passenger happy.”21

			With business growing for Barkley Sound Transportation, the search was on for another vessel for the fleet. In 1952, Esson Young found her in the neglected “hulk of a US Navy minesweeper” called the YMS-123. She was tied up in Vancouver, stripped clean of any useful equipment, right down to the light switches.

			Alberni shipwright Bill Osborne declared her sound, the purchase was made and George McCandless towed “the sorry-​looking wreck” from Vancouver to Port Alberni with the Uchuck I. He discovered, upon heading up the west coast, that he had to tow her stern-​first to keep her following “more or less, in the wake of the Uchuck I.”22

			The conversion of the derelict YMS-123 was lengthy and expensive but yielded a reliable vessel. She had strong bones, having been built “to withstand the shock from exploding mines that had been cut loose by its sweep gear and then detonated.”23

			Once major reconstruction was finished, the overseeing engineer John Monrufet planned and laid out the engine room. In July 1955, the Uchuck III was complete. Owners Esson and George organized a celebratory run for all those involved in the rebuild, and the next day the Uchuck III began serving Barkley Sound residents.
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					It is always a treat when the Uchuck III makes one of her rare appearances in Ucluelet Harbour. Author’s photo
				
			You-Upchucks

			The Uchuck II did the Ucluelet runs, and I was around four years old when the Uchuck III joined the fleet. We referred to the II and III interchangeably as the “You-​upchucks.” Most of my trips were aboard the Uchuck III. Although by all accounts she was more seaworthy than the earlier Uchucks, I was still prone to seasickness as a young child. My brothers enjoyed snacks down below. I preferred sitting topside on the rolling deck, where the fresh sea air quelled my seasickness.

			When the long-​awaited road finally connected Ucluelet and Tofino to Port Alberni, the Barkley Sound Transportation Company downscaled. The Uchuck III made her final sailing out of Ucluelet in 1960, with many residents on hand to wave farewell. The Uchuck II was relocated to the Gold River area.

			The Uchuck III was chartered briefly to a captain at Alert Bay, then recalled to Port Alberni to do runs up to Nootka Sound. I was thrilled in 2019 to travel aboard her from Gold River to Friendly Cove, especially when the skipper allowed me some (supervised) time at the wheel.

			The Lady Rose

			Experienced seamen Dick McMinn and John Monrufet saw an opportunity when the Uchucks were pulled from the Ucluelet run. They started up Alberni Marine Transportation Ltd., briefly running the old Uchuck I, which they soon found “had suffered the ravages of time and now leaked like a sieve.”24 Needing a larger vessel, they acquired the Lady Rose.

			The Lady Sylvia, her saloon windows boarded up for the voyage, was the first single-​propellor diesel vessel to cross the Atlantic under her own power. Her trip from Glasgow across the Atlantic, through the Panama Canal and up the west coast appears to have been a rough one. The engineer’s log shows this final entry: “Sunday, 11th July, 5:30 a.m., Vancouver—Thank God!”25

			She was renamed upon arrival, as there was already a Lady Sylvia on registry. The Lady Rose first served Howe Sound and the Gulf Islands. During World War II, she was painted battleship-​grey and set to work transporting air force and army supplies and personnel between Port Alberni and Ucluelet. She could comfortably accommodate seventy passengers, but at times during the war she transported up to two hundred soldiers and their gear.26 The reliable craft ranged as far up the coast as Prince Rupert, and also transported Pacific Coast Militia Rangers.

			After the war, the Lady Rose briefly returned to Howe Sound, before McMinn and Monrufet leased and then purchased her, and she spent many years servicing Ucluelet and Bamfield from her home port of Port Alberni.

			Dick McMinn, inspired by his journeys, gained recognition as “the Wheelhouse Poet.”27 During a monumental storm in the Broken Group Islands, McMinn scribbled the lines of his first poem, Storm, which ended with the verse: “Let no man boast / In his tiny voice that his ship is best / When the Southeast god walks in the West.”

			He later laughed ruefully as he related that his poem made it to the CBC, where “they read the damn thing over the radio.” Musing on the “tempest of enthusiasm Storm stirred in northwest teacups,” he said: “You can be 40 years master of a ship without a mishap and then you write a poem and everybody knows you.”28 He continued to write poetry, filling fifteen notebooks stored in the cabin below the pilot house of the Lady Rose. Many passengers leafed through the collection over the years.

			When McMinn retired, the Lady Rose was soon bought by Brooke George and partners. She carried on her Ucluelet and Bamfield runs, with regular stops in the Broken Group to drop off and pick up kayakers and campers.

			Mike Surrell, who later owned the Lady Rose, took her out of service because of the exorbitant cost of upkeep. Tofino’s Jamie Bray, owner of Jamie’s Whaling Station, bought the ship in 2010. When plans to turn her into a floating restaurant were put on hold, she rusted at her Tofino moorage.

			In 2019, the Lady Rose was purchased by a group in Sechelt, who planned to restore the iconic ship to her former glory for preservation and display purposes, either on land or for short excursions on the water.

			The Frances Barkley

			Built in Norway, the Frances Barkley was launched on November 7, 1958, as MS Rennesoy, then renamed MS Hidle, serving in the Norwegian ferry fleet operating out of Stavanger. In 1990, the Alberni Marine Transportation Company bought her, renaming her MV Frances Barkley, after the adventurous wife of early explorer and trader Charles Barkley. The Frances Barkley travelled from Norway to Vancouver Island under the charge of new owner Brooke George and chief engineer Bill Put. After a forty-​one-​day voyage across the Atlantic, through the Panama Canal and up the west coast, the Frances Barkley arrived in Port Alberni on August 11, 1990, to begin sharing the workload with the Lady Rose.

			In August 2021, Mike Surrell, owner of the Lady Rose Marine group, citing the negative impact of the Covid-19 pandemic, announced the business would have to close. The news was met with dismay by Barkley Sound communities like Ucluelet and Bamfield. The Frances Barkley was scheduled to make her last trip on August 31, 2021. There was an all-​round sigh of relief when, at the eleventh hour, Greg Willmon and Barrie Rogers, owners of Devon Transport Ltd. of Nanaimo, purchased the business.

			The Frances Barkley resumed sailings to Bamfield at least three times a week, adding Sunday to her schedule in August 2022. Although Ucluelet residents have easier access to “out of town” because of the paved highway, regular visits from the Frances Barkley are missed by locals and tourists alike.

			Boat Building on the West Coast

			Boat building here on the coast goes back thousands of years. The Nuu-​chah-​nulth built dugout canoes from single cedar trees, chosen following cultural guidelines. Master carvers still build these fine vessels today, with the same graceful bows, flat sterns and flares. The seaworthiness persists, as demonstrated by the annual paddle down the west coast, handling heavy seas and dangerous crossings, such as the Nitinat Bar. Since 1989, First Nations up and down the west coast have participated in this Tribal Canoe Journey, paddling to Washington state to celebrate successful voyages and proud traditions.

			Some settlers who came to the west coast travelled in, and fished from, dugout canoes, buying them from local Nuu-​chah-​nulth people. Others chose different styles of boats, such as rowboats, skiffs, dories or launches. On the isolated coast, ingenuity has long been a necessary trait. The settlers either built their own boats or hired local builders to craft their vessels. Some boatbuilders were self-​taught, while others apprenticed to learn the trade.

			A busy fishing port like Ucluelet was a prime site for boat building. This need was filled by the Shimizu Brothers Boat Works. Brothers Kiuroku and Toshiro Shimizu came to BC from Japan. By 1922 they had settled at Port Albion on the east side of Ucluelet Harbour. The spot where they built their homes and business soon became known as Shimizu Bay. The Shimizu Brothers Boat Works built wooden fishboats, including the Groom I, the Groom II and the T.S. In 1930, they built the Miss Ucluelet for Kiuroku’s own use.
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					The Shimizu Brothers Boat Works at Port Albion produced reliable wooden vessels for local fishermen. Kenji Shimizu
				
			Japanese Canadian boatbuilders were highly skilled craftsmen who often worked with traditional tools. Their saws and planes differed from the European style, using pull thrust rather than push thrust to achieve a finer, more precise cut.29

			The members of the Shimizu family were forced from their homes and interned during the Second World War. The government wrongfully seized most of their belongings, including their boats and woodworking tools. Sadly, that meant the end of the Shimizu Brothers Boat Works, and of this fine family’s time in Ucluelet.

			Ucluelet Marine Service

			Ucluelet Marine Service was established in 1920 by Mr. Cochrane in a building below the Jack Thompson home on Fraser Lane. Jack Thompson took over the business in 1925, efficiently repairing boat engines in the small machine shop. Hilmar Wingen, well-​versed in boat building and maintenance, bought the business from Jack in 1946, building a larger structure next to the original small machine shop. The business changed hands over the years, with owner-​operators including Vince Madden, Shorty Craig, Pete Hillier and Ray and Yvonne Vose.

			The marine ways section of the business had already been bought from Pete Hillier by Pioneer Boatworks, run by Mr. Jorgenson. The business was eventually sold to Eric Caswell and Bonnie Gurney, who arrived from Minnesota having never run a shipyard or store before. After thirty-​five successful years, they sold their business and moved to Duncan to enjoy a well-​earned retirement. Keith and Sandy Johnson of Parksville took over Pioneer Boatworks in February 2022.

			Family Boats

			When I think about boat building on Vancouver Island’s western coast, I reflect on my own family history. My great-grandfather and my grandparents were early settlers in Port Renfrew. They often travelled in the Baird family dugout canoe with their seven children. As a young lad, my father built his own dugout. He often said he and his siblings spent more time on water than on land. As well as building his first troller, he built rowboats, skiffs and motor launches over the years.
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					My dad, Ken Baird, with his dugout canoe. He and his five brothers each built their own canoes, and I remember Dad’s stories about travelling along the coast in his dugout when lifebelts weren’t even considered. Author’s photo
				
			When I was a kid, I wanted my own rowboat, so Dad built me one. It was exciting to watch the progress down in our basement. I painted the little wooden boat white, adding the name “Tyee” in green using letter stencils. I spent many hours rowing around Ucluelet Harbour in that sweet little boat. When she was stolen from our wharf, I was devastated. Weeks later, Dad saw the Tyee, sporting a new paint colour, on the back of a passing boat. He went to retrieve her. The new “owner” claimed the boat as his. Dad said, “I know that boat. I built that boat. It’s my daughter’s boat,” and brought her home to me. From then on, I padlocked the Tyee every time I pulled her up on our dock.

			After retiring from fishing, logging and tugboat skippering, Dad built a large boat shed down by the harbour. There, he designed and built an eleven-​metre twin-​screw fibreglass boat, the Saucy Lass. My parents enjoyed trips up and down the coast, but Dad never realized his dream of taking the Saucy Lass across to Hawaii. I’m pretty sure that if he did, Mom would have booked a flight and met him there! Over the years, I’d seen her calmly dealing with rough seas, but she was not that keen on being out in the middle of the Pacific, however seaworthy the boat.
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					Dad (left) and Pete Hillier, aboard Dad’s first troller, the Lahleet, which he built with his brother Art. Author’s photo
				
			
			Boat Launches: A Community Affair

			Boat launches were festive occasions. When Dad finished building the Saucy Lass, my parents threw a big lawn party, with a sumptuous spread of food, including a cake depicting the Saucy Lass. Murray Henderson’s notorious party punch flowed like water. When I christened the Saucy Lass with a bottle of bubbly, I almost fell off the ways, having imbibed a tad too much of the party punch.

			Boat launches were always a cause for celebration. The Wingen lads, Bob and Harvey, discovered their dad’s stash of boat launch champagne and replaced the true bubbly with ginger ale so they could enjoy the real deal. “We figured that spilling all that good booze at the launch was a great waste,” Bob explained.30

			Launching the Thoroughbuilt

			George Saggers lost his troller in a gale in 1931, almost losing his life in the process. There was much celebration when, on February 9, 1932, Ucluelet residents gathered for the launch of his new troller, the Thoroughbuilt. The Daily Colonist described the event: “The launching took place early in the afternoon, when Mrs. Mary Baird graciously broke the bottle of champagne over the bow of the vessel, christening her Thoroughbuilt…The trim craft slipped into the water and, at the touch of the engineer, the throb of the engine was heard, the boat immediately getting under way, circling the harbor amid the good wishes and loud cheers of the crowd.”

			The Thoroughbuilt then conveyed family members and guests to her anchorage in Spring Cove, and Mrs. Saggers served refreshments…amid toasts “to fair weather, good catches, future prosperity and safe passages.”31

			The Colonist described the fifty-​foot troller, with its twenty-​horsepower Regal engine, as “in every way built and equipped to weather the rough seas and bad storms which the fishing fleet on the West Coast has to contend with.”32 Like all boats constructed by the Shimizus, the Thoroughbuilt was thoroughly built.

			From Sea to Sky

			Although there had been pre-​war commercial flights to the west coast of Vancouver Island, “there were more miles logged in five months after the war than in five years before.”33 Jim Spilsbury and his partner Jim Hepburn had started up a small airline to expedite their mobile radio service. The airline grew into Queen Charlotte Airlines (QCA), which started west coast flights during World War II. Beginning with delivery and service of mobile radios, including regular trips to Port Albion, they soon found there were always eager paying travellers. Sometimes the weather didn’t co-operate. Jim Spilsbury recounted dropping off two Ucluelet-​bound passengers at a seine boat in Barkley Sound, as Ucluelet Harbour was fogged in.34

			Writer Cecil Maiden heralded this new mode of transportation in a descriptive Times Colonist article in 1951: “Something new is happening on the Other Side of the Island... it could only happen NOW—for it is the opening up by air of a territory that has hitherto been accessible by sea.” The article enthused about the “pioneers of this new age…young, wideawake men with all the dash and venture of those earlier pioneers, plus an up-to-date airmindedness that they have won, for the most part, in battle.”35

			Pilot and airline owner Jack Moul, whose flights provided a regular link between Port Alberni and Ucluelet, was one of these early airborne pioneers. Jack started flying at eighteen and joined the air force during World War II. He was shot down while flying a Spitfire over the English Channel, and later said with a grin that he had been “in the wrong place at the wrong time.”36 Jack said he swam for ten hours before being plucked from the water and imprisoned at Stalag Luft III in Germany, the setting of the story chronicled in the movie The Great Escape, starring Steve McQueen.

			Jack survived the war and came home to Port Alberni. With fellow ex–prisoner of war Slim Knights, he founded Port Alberni Airways in 1946. It would become amalgamated with Pacific Western Airlines in the early 1950s. Jack and his brother Gordon both served the west coast as PWA seaplane pilots. Jack went on to serve as PWA vice-​president from 1983 to 1986.

			Jim Spilsbury’s QCA, after a long and intense competition with PWA’s Russ Baker for west coast aviation business, sold to them in 1955.

			Gordon Moul purchased his first plane in Port Alberni at the age of fifteen. At sixteen he had his private pilot’s license, and by nineteen he was flying commercially. “I was going to be a doctor…but flying was a lot more fun,” he later said.37

			In their early years flying in and out of Ucluelet, the Moul brothers and other pilots communicated by radio with Helen Craig. She operated the PWA office out of a tiny corner room attached to the Craigs’ family apartment above their shop and store. The Craigs owned Ucluelet Marine Service, strategically located at the bottom of Fraser Lane. (The building now houses Jamie’s Whaling Station.) My friend Dennis Craig told me his mother shared local conditions with the pilots by comparing the height of the cloud ceiling with the height of Mount Ozzard across the harbour. The Craig family all enjoyed free flights as a perk of Helen’s occupation.

			The float planes used for Ucluelet flights were usually Cessna 180s or De Havilland Beavers. The Beaver was ideal for the west coast, capable of taking off and landing in short distances, handling well in rough water and transporting good-​sized loads.

			Pilots were expected to keep to the schedule despite foul weather. Jim Spilsbury described the stress of providing air service to the west coast succinctly: “This kind of flying was pushing the margin pretty far.” He added: “It scared me.”38

			Like the sea captains before them, the west coast pilots transported passengers up and down the coast, delivered supplies and carried out search-​and-​rescue missions. More than the weather could prove challenging. Jack Moul recalled transporting a patient with mental illness in a one-​passenger plane. The fellow had to be “fed an occasional apple en route (from a bag placed aboard for the purpose) to pacify him until he arrived at his destination.”39

			The brave pilots servicing the west coast were sometimes called upon to provide “mercy flights,” transporting patients to cities for medical help.

			A Timely Rescue

			My father benefited from one of those flights. On August 20, 1952, he was atop a building as part of a volunteer group that was towing it by truck to Tofino. The temporary structure was to replace Tofino General Hospital, which had burned down in May. Dad was lifting high-​tension wires with a pike pole to facilitate passage of the building when he contacted a live wire. The resultant shock burned him badly and sent him tumbling twelve metres to the ground. He was transported to Tofino and treated at the makeshift hospital there, and a mercy flight to Vancouver was quickly requested. As this happened just before my first birthday, I have no memory of the event. But I clearly remember my mother recounting the story when I was older. “We were waiting for the plane,” she said, “but Tofino Harbour was completely socked in with fog. Then, like a miracle, the fog lifted and the plane was able to land.”

			My mother, a registered nurse, tended to my injured father as Queen Charlotte Airlines pilot Gordon Laing flew them to Vancouver.40 The flight took slightly less than two hours. Dad had a long stay in Vancouver General Hospital, with many skin grafts for his severe burns. In typical Ken Baird fashion, he never complained, but was glad to get back to his job as superintendent at Kennedy Lake Logging Division when he was finally released from hospital. I will be forever grateful to the dedicated pilot who transported my father for his medical treatment.

			Although a road would finally connect Ucluelet and Tofino to the outside world, flying continued to be a travel option, both by seaplane and by airplanes using Tofino Airport. Mercy flights are still relied upon, and Tofino General Hospital has an adjacent helicopter pad.

			Vaida Siga, a nurse at Tofino Hospital in the 1970s, was given the opportunity to go along on a flight to pick up the federal nurse in Bamfield. When the fog came in, the pilot swooped below it to get his bearings by sighting the wreck of the Vanlene. They never did find Bamfield, but Vaida loved the flying experience, and became a federal nurse, meaning she served reserve communities and federal employment sites. Vaida told me about a flight to Ahousaht when they stopped at a logging camp and it was blowing so hard the plane was going backwards. She added: “When your pilot’s face goes white, you know you’re in trouble.”41

			Louis Rouleau arrived on Vancouver Island’s west coast in 1979 to fly the De Havilland Beaver and Cessna 180 float planes for Tofino’s McCully Aviation. Within a week spent in the glorious natural surroundings, he and wife Darlene knew they were in paradise. “But,” Louis told me, “it was the people on the real west coast, the fishermen, the loggers, the First Nations all with their own unique stories who welcomed us to make a home here.”

			From his home base of Ucluelet Harbour, Louis provides “flightseeing” tours and charters on his Cessna 180 float plane. Like the pioneer pilots before him, he relishes the challenges of the ever-​changing weather and the tricky tides and currents.
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					A 1925 photo on the Ucluelet Peninsula section of the road to Long Beach shows Wilfred Thornton and Charlie Hughes shovelling gravel, and Mr. Cochrane in the truck. Leona Taylor
				
			The Long and Winding Road

			Early settlers on Vancouver Island were promised a road. Pre-​emption promos circa 1910 told of a soon-to-be-built wagon road to the west coast. It was a long time coming.

			Locals focused more immediate attention on acquiring a road between Ucluelet and Tofino. Early settlers had to hike a rough path out to Willowbrae and into Wreck Bay, then walk the beaches before joining a rough path into Tofino. Sometimes people hiked from Long Beach to Grice Bay and were picked up there by boat. The trek from Ucluelet to Tofino often took two days, with an overnight break spent with Long Beach homesteaders.

			It wasn’t until 1923 that a rough road joined Ucluelet to Sand Hill Creek at Long Beach. By 1927 Tofino was connected to the other end of Long Beach, and cars drove along the beaches to link the roads. Drivers had to be careful to venture out at low tide and not get stuck in the sand, as doing so usually meant losing their vehicle to the incoming tide. Vehicles were a precious commodity brought in by ship from “outside.”

			In 1936, work continued on the Ucluelet-to-Clayoquot road, with no plan to address the need for a road parallel to the beach. The Ucluelet-to-Long Beach section was deemed by locals to be “in better condition at the present time than at any time previously,” and there was buoying news that it would be “passable all Winter.”42 Owing to winter weather conditions, no more work would be done on the Tofino section until spring.

			It took a world war to bring about the completion of the road. The Canadian government wanted land-​based aircraft on the coast and put in the Royal Canadian Air Force Station, Tofino, adjacent to Long Beach. The air force pushed through a roadway to join Ucluelet and Tofino to the airport site, and improved the existing sections. The new road, although a vast improvement on the original incomplete route, strewn with branches and sinkholes, was no superhighway. Airman Leslie Hempsall later described it as a “rutted pock-​marked gravel surface.”43 However, in 1942 it closed the gap. World War II had finally linked Ucluelet and Tofino by road.

			The First Car
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					For those who didn’t drive, Ernie Lang provided transportation between Ucluelet and Tofino with Alf’s Taxi Service. UAHS Archive
				
			The first car in Ucluelet was an 1890 Albion. It was a two-​cylinder model with a make-​and-​break ignition system, and a governor similar to a steam engine, allowing it to go uphill at the same speed it went down. Instead of a horn, it had a steam-​engine whistle connected to the exhaust pipe. It was driven by chain sprockets to each rear wheel, and on all four wheels were hard rubber tires. The car was brought to Wreck Bay around 1899 by gold miners. When the vehicle was taken to Cochrane’s Machine Shop in Ucluelet for repairs, he was able to weld the engine but couldn’t time it properly. Jack Thompson acquired the car when he purchased Cochrane’s business. “I used a great many parts from it fixing various gas engines of the time. Having acquired a machine shop with very little material to work with, the old car came in handy. Even the hard rubber tires were used on a horse cart for Mr. C. Hughes but when his horse died shortly afterwards, the career of Ucluelet’s first car was ended!”44

			A Road to Port Alberni

			With the road now through from Ucluelet to Tofino, pressure continued for a road to the outside world. Pioneer families had been petitioning the provincial governments since 1895. Delegations in the early 1900s pressured the government.

			When then premier Richard McBride promised, in 1914, that the matter would be addressed, an article in the Daily News described the ideal route for such a road. It referred to a “low pass, known as Sutton’s,” and went on to say a road could go “across the divide to Kennedy Lake,” adding that “from Kennedy Lake to Ucluelet, and the ocean beach road construction would be very simple.”45 Apparently, they had no crystal ball showing the challenging rock bluff along Kennedy Lake.

			The year 1936 saw the start of a trail from Sproat Lake to Wreck Bay, with work crews starting at each end. This trail was viewed as a first step towards building the road. An overly optimistic assessment stated: “The survey of this route shows easy grades, few bridges and is estimated to be a relatively easy road to build.”46

			During World War II, the air force put in a telegraph line from Port Alberni to Tofino Airport. This line basically followed the route later taken by the highway, and remnants of the line can still be seen along Highway 4. Telephone lineman Ron Matterson often walked the trail on routine line patrol. Prospectors had used the same route since the 1890s to bring supplies into mining claims.

			In the spring of 1949, the Ucluelet Scout Troop hiked the trail from Ucluelet to Port Alberni. After the adventurous three-​day hike, they returned home to Ucluelet aboard the fishing vessel Hillier Queen.

			Also in 1949, the Ucluelet and Tofino chambers of commerce joined forces to advocate for the cause. Committee members took the same route the Scouts had taken through the mountainous terrain of forest, bush and bog, stating their case at Port Alberni at the end of their hike.

			Finally, in 1955, there was some action. Two forestry companies took on the task. BC Forest Products agreed to build the most challenging, western section. This included major blasting and drilling at the Kennedy rock bluff. MacMillan and Bloedel put in the Sproat Lake section, joining up existing logging roads and building new ones. This included the switchbacks, a narrow section with hairpin turns, at its highest 580 metres, with no barricades separating the road from the drop-​off to the lake far below. The BC Department of Highways built the twenty-​kilometre middle segment known as the Government Stretch.
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					Ron Matterson and Frank Bull worked on road construction along Kennedy Lake in 1959. UAHS Archives
				
			The soon-to-be-open road was described as “in many parts a tire-​ripping, chassis-​shaking terror to anyone but operators of logging trucks, for which most of it was originally gouged out of the hills.”47

			When the entire rough route was connected, Stu Crawford drove the road in a MacMillan and Bloedel company truck, with Jim Christian as passenger. Stu, then the engineer at M&B’s Sproat Lake Division, along with Jim, had been tasked with regularly checking on the road’s progress. On July 20, 1959, they drove right through to Ucluelet, passing another driver who had tried to be the first through and “got his car stuck fast in a gully.”48 Jack Moraes of Long Beach marked the occasion with the presentation of a glass ball inscribed “Alberni to Long Beach. First vehicle through July 20, 1959. Jim Christian and Stu Crawford.”49

			Finally, in August 1959, the road opened for locals. I missed out on the “grand opening.” My father didn’t like crowds, so we drove out the day before. Dad had a key to the gates and wanted to beat the rush. I can clearly remember him telling my mother: “I don’t plan to stick around and eat dust all the way out tomorrow!” We piled into our 1958 green Ford station wagon—Mom and Dad, my brothers Robbie and Ian, family friend Terry Smith, and me—and by the next day’s grand exodus, we were already en route to a camping holiday in Alberta.

			On August 22, many Ucluelet and Tofino residents headed out in a convoy. Seventy-​four vehicles, carrying three hundred people, left the junction at 6 a.m. There were four rules set for the convoy members: 1) No passing. (My father would not have liked that one!) 2) Stay close to the vehicle ahead. 3) Stop only at the four designated stops. 4) Don’t throw matches or cigarettes out the window and don’t smoke at the stops.

			It was a long and bumpy drive. George Gudbranson stood by with his tow truck to pull any struggling vehicles through one particularly massive mudhole. The group stuck together and made it to Port Alberni. Some celebrated there, while others carried on to Nanaimo for an official welcome and a group photo at Beban Park.

			Ann Branscombe rode with her sister and brother-in-law, Nancy and Lowell Panton. She said pretty much every car owner in town filled their vehicle with passengers and headed out, eating dust and bouncing through potholes. When they finally arrived in Port Alberni, Lowell’s mother had a picnic for them on her lawn.

			The road was formally opened on September 4, 1959, and swarms of people arrived on the coast. In a previously unheard-of phenomenon, one west coast gas station ran out of gas by 4 p.m. Visitors tore up and down Long Beach in their cars. Civilization was no longer knocking at our door; it had now breached the divide. It brings to mind the phrase “Be careful what you wish for.” Once the road went through, development continued to gallop forward, with no end in sight.

			Phil Gaglardi, highways minister at the time, warned that in the event of snow, the new highway would likely be closed, describing snowplowing as “dead money” and saying the road would not be plowed unless enough traffic warranted it. He emphasized that boat connections were being maintained “under provincial government subsidy as an alternative to road travel.”50

			The road initially remained an active logging road. Gates at both ends were locked to non-​logging vehicles during the day, making night driving a necessity. In 1964, the gates were removed, and people were free to drive in daylight hours. But driving the road was not for the faint of heart. It was pretty much a given you would lose a muffler or pierce an oil pan. It gave new meaning to the phrase “Shake, rattle and roll.” A local bus driver was so frustrated that one night he “borrowed” a Highways grader to smooth out an eight-​kilometre bumpy patch. Local GP Dr. McDiarmid recalled traumatized tourists requesting Valium before heading back out of town.

			Jim Forbes, chairman of the Ucluelet Village Commission when the road opened, estimated the government cost of putting the road through at $500,000, and figured the two logging companies involved had each paid that much as well. He also commented that anyone thinking they could take advantage of all the tourists and set up some beach-​side accommodation would need to have money, as beach frontage was selling as high as thirty dollars a foot.

			Asphalt on Gravel

			The paving of the road was another drawn-​out process. When I graduated from high school in 1969, I was lucky to get a summer job flagging with the road crew. I worked long days, and the pay was good. When I see the flaggers of today, decked out in their colour-​co-ordinated fluorescent coats and rain pants, hard hats and steel-​toed boots, I envy their work-​preparedness. The extent of my provided gear was a flimsy fluorescent vest and a stop sign. I wore cheap runners, my brother’s heavy sweater on cold days and no hat, hard or otherwise. A typical teenager of the day, I was ill-​prepared for long hours spent standing in the sun or rain.

			There wasn’t much traffic back then, but the job was never boring. I recall looking up from the bottom of Hydro Hill when a roller machine went over the side. Luckily, the young fellow running it jumped off before it crashed down into the trees. On another occasion, one of the gravel truck drivers backed into the side of my father’s 1963 Chevy Impala, which he had generously permitted me to drive to work, and which I had parked in what I thought was an out-of-the-​way spot. I was nervous driving home from work that day, but Dad handled it with his usual even temperament.

			Lots of overtime bolstered my university bankroll. I enjoyed chatting with the truck drivers and road crew, and tuning in to the nature that surrounded me. Pat North and I still reminisce about the good money and fun times of flagging on the road that summer.

			On October 14, 1972, an official ribbon-​cutting ceremony marked completion of the paving of Highway 4. That same year, the Department of Highways did away with the switchbacks, so we lost the thrilling view of the lake far below, and the palpitations induced by each hairpin turn. The road alongside Sproat Lake is smoother and faster, but a tad less scenic than the old switchbacks.

			It’s a Long Way Down!

			When my then boyfriend, now husband, first drove the road in 1971, it was in his ’67 Ford Falcon, in the middle of the night, with a surprise spring snowfall to enhance the experience. When we headed back for Victoria the next day, he was amazed and appalled to see the daylight view from the switchbacks. “This is where we drove last night?” he asked in disbelief.

			Although the paving of Highway 4 was completed in 1972, the need for maintenance and improvements is ongoing. And while it is true that “away” is more achievable with the road, we are still at risk of isolation from the outside world. Over the years, the road has been closed because of snow, or washouts from our considerable rainfall. Another example of our reliance on the one route out is the Tay Fire of 1967.

			The Tay Fire

			On August 16, 1967, road crews working near Taylor River Bridge set off a blast, and a dislodged rock knocked over a hydro pole. The live wires hit tinder-​dry ground, causing instant ignition. The fire spread swiftly owing to extremely dry conditions and high winds. Ucluelet, Tofino and adjacent communities were left without electricity. The road was closed, cutting off access to the outside world. The billowing plume of smoke could be seen from Ucluelet.

			The firefighting logistics came under the jurisdiction of the BC Forest Service. Because of extreme heat that summer, most MacMillan Bloedel divisions employees were laid off, owing to voluntary wood closures. Here on the coast, it was cooler. Terry Smith recalls arriving at the marshalling yard at Kennedy Lake Division in drizzle and heavy fog. They were told: “There’s no work here today…you’ll be fighting fire.” Lemie La Couvee was in charge as Kennedy Lake Division’s fire warden.

			Every able-​bodied male was urged to fight fire. I remember my brothers, then aged nineteen and twenty, coming home after firefighting shifts of twelve hours or longer, hungry, thirsty, bone-​tired and reeking of smoke.

			Taylor River Bridge was destroyed by flames and replaced four days later by a Bailey bridge. Hydro power was eventually restored to the west coast. The fire burned out of control for sixteen days. By the time it was subdued, three thousand hectares had burned. The Martin Mars water bombers stationed at nearby Sproat Lake were in great demand, but at times had engine issues due to the extremely high air temperatures. One crew member recalled flying over the fire when flames from a treetop shot up past the plane in one of the updrafts.51

			All available workers and resources fought the fire, but relief did not truly arrive until rain finally began on September 1 and continued for five days straight. The fire was officially declared out on October 10.52 Many trees were still standing, their branches and bark stripped by the intense heat. Those trees were logged for some years after. It was a dirty job. Macmillan Bloedel set up on-site showers, but by the end of each day exhausted loggers didn’t want to wait in line, so they headed out, black and sooty, to shower at home.

			It took twenty years for the area to green up again, and you can still see evidence of the Tay River fire.

			Kennedy Hill Upgrade

			Highway 4 has been the site of many accidents over the years. On October 19, 2010, two well-​loved west coasters, the veteran paramedics Jo-Ann Fuller and Ivan Polivka, lost their lives when their ambulance went into the lake off a narrow, windy section of Highway 4. This tragedy instigated improvements to the dangerous stretch of road called Kennedy Hill.

			The provincial government initially consulted with Ucluelet and Tofino residents in public information sessions about proposed improvements at the beginning of 2018. Ultimately, a one-​and-a-half-​kilometre section of the highway, running along Kennedy Hill next to Kennedy Lake, was widened, regraded and paved. The project took much longer than anticipated. Massive blasting caused many road closures, both planned and unplanned. Occasional major rock slides closed the road for days at a time. When the dust finally cleared and the project was declared complete in the spring of 2023, the final cost was $53.96 million. The delays were attributed to the Covid-19 pandemic, blasting damage to the site, increased environmental protection requirements and the nature of the fractured bedrock.53

			The long-​drawn-​out project fuelled discussion about the need for an alternative west coast route. More proponents of this idea came forward when, in June 2023, Highway 4 was closed at Cameron Lake Bluff because of a forest fire. Dialogue about an alternative route to Port Alberni and the west coast continues.

			The highway linking Ucluelet and Tofino to the outside world is no longer the dusty, washboard, gravel logging road of the past. But as of the writing of this book, driving it is still a challenge. We get snow. We get washouts. Sections of the road sink. Potholes abound. Slow drivers don’t always use the pullouts to let others by. People get impatient and pass in dangerous places. With the number of west coast residents and visitors steadily on the rise, road maintenance and improvements continue to be a hot topic here.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 14 Japanese Canadians of the Coast

			Japanese Canadians first came to the west coast of Vancouver Island in the late nineteenth century to work in the whaling industry and to hunt seals and sea otters. As the economic focus shifted to fishing, Japanese Canadians went with the trend. They did so with great success, combining a strong work ethic with a heritage of working on the sea.

			Japanese Canadians were involved in all facets of local fisheries, including herring and pilchard fishing and processing, and commercial shellfish harvesting. They had a large fleet of salmon trollers and were a key part of the commercial troll fisheries on the West Coast. Many Japanese Canadian fishermen originally settled in the Steveston area to fish the Fraser River. When the government cut back on fisheries there in the early 1920s, many started fishing out of Ucluelet. At first, it was mainly men who came here seasonally, living on their boats. Then the Department of Marine and Fisheries decreed that as of March 1, 1923, only permanent residents would be allowed licences to fish west coast waters. This brought an influx of around fifty Japanese Canadian families to Ucluelet.

			Most of the families who settled in and around Ucluelet lived in one of six harbour-​side locations. A group of families lived at Hakoda Bay (also called hac̓aaqis and Stuart Bay), situated at the mouth of the harbour, adjacent to Hitacu. Naotsugu Hakoda purchased the property and subdivided it in long, narrow lots so that each of the eleven families would have a section of waterfrontage. The subdivision of the lot was approved on December 18, 1923. Hakoda Bay was an ideal anchorage spot, one where trollers still anchor during fishery openings.
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					This aerial view from March 1941 shows Sunahama Bay on the right and Bunji Bay on the left. UAHS Archives
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					The Shimizu family, some of whom are shown here at Spring Cove in 1933, were highly respected for their service to Ucluelet and area. Kenji Shimizu
				
			Barbara Touchie grew up close to the Japanese Canadian families at Hakoda Bay and played with the children there. They overcame language barriers by creating their own sign language. When a dead seal was found with a live seal pup, Barbara’s family raised the pup, which the children named Buster. He would go for long swims, returning to the children when called.

			Another site on the east side of the harbour was Shimizu Bay, in the Port Albion area, where Kiuroko Shimizu and his brother lived with their families and ran their boat-​building business. When Shigeru Nitsui came to Ucluelet in 1921, there were some Japanese Canadian families living in a big bunkhouse on the hill at Port Albion.

			On the west side of the harbour, Japanese Canadians had homes at Sunahama Bay (“sandy beach”), next to the dock of the same name, at the entrance to the present boat basin. Some of the houses were built on posts, others on log skids. Because of the mudflats, it was too shallow to moor fishing boats, so the dock often referred to as the Japanese Dock was built in deeper water. The lots here were leased from August Lyche. A Japanese school was built nearby, and the children attended for several hours each afternoon, after going to the main Ucluelet school for the day.
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					The Japanese school at Ucluelet, circa 1929. Japanese Canadian children attended this school after a full day at the school at the base of Main Street. UAHS Archives, Mary Kimoto collection
				
			More families lived at Bunji Bay (also referred to as Gunji Bay), near the site of the present-​day Eagle’s Nest Pub. This land was also leased from August Lyche. The houses stood on stilts. In a 2015 interview, Harry Hirokazu Hamade spoke of his childhood years at Bunji Bay. He recalled fishing for perch off the family’s porch at high tide and then confining the live catch in the water below their home until it was time to cook it for dinner. Hirokazu also related that when his father, Risuke Hamade, was prohibited from getting a commercial fishing licence by policies limiting licences for Asian people, he asked a nuučaan̓uł man to acquire a licence, and they fished together. Fishing went well, and Risuke bought a larger home in Port Albion. Before the family could move into it, World War II intervened. Henrietta Whipp agreed to rent out the Hamades’ new home for them during internment, but the government seized it, despite Risuke’s strenuous objection.
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					Japanese Canadian children from areas not connected by road were taken to and from school aboard a troller. UAHS Archives, Mary Kimoto collection
				
			There were more homes at Fraser Bay, below Imperial Lane, adjacent to the present 52 Steps Dock. Most of these homes were also built on stilts out over the water. Some of them still stand, one of them on a lot purchased by Tatsumatsu Oura in around 1920. His son-in-law Tatsuro Oura (whose last name was Hamanishi before he changed it to Oura) inherited the land and built a house on it in about 1940. The new home, completed except for the planned wallpapering, was soon confiscated by the government. Some eighty years later, a new owner was renovating and found a piece of lumber inside a wall, labelled “Oura, Ucluelet.” The Oura house, like others around Fraser Bay, is still in use.

			The island directly across the bay from Hitacu and Stuart Bay is now called Hyphocus Island. Harry Toichi Nitsui was able to acquire the island as a pre-​emption, because of his military service in World War I. He had three houses on the island, as well as a chicken house, possibly because some sort of farming or ranching industry was expected when land was pre-​empted. Toichi lost the island and all the assets during internment, despite a letter he sent to the government declining to relinquish his property.

			Spring Cove, where the Kimoto families live, was another site for Japanese Canadian homes and moorage, as well as for two stores, run by Umezo Morishita and Senkichi Nishi, who lived with their families next to the stores. A white settler family, the Saggers, also had a store at Spring Cove. Toshiro Shimizu and his family lived in a home behind the Saggers’ store and house.
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					Si Shimizu and Faith Saggers at Spring Cove, with the Shimizu family home on the hill behind them. Shirley Pynn
				
			Through the dedication of Mary Toshiko Kimoto, Ellen Kimoto and Claudia Cole, these six sites were officially recognized in 2017 as places of historical significance in Japanese Canadian history, placing Ucluelet on the BC Register of Historic Places.

			In Ucluelet, and up and down the coast, Japanese Canadians worked hard and contributed much to their local communities. Then, when Japan bombed Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, suspicion was turned on the Japanese Canadian residents of the West Coast. They were Canadian citizens, and many of them were born in Canada, but the government deemed them a risk to Canadian security. Their radios and telephones were taken away to prevent them from trying to communicate with Japanese forces.

			Their trollers were confiscated. The Japanese Canadian fishermen had to take their boats into New Westminster to be auctioned off at bargain prices. The owners received either no compensation or a token amount. Bob Kimoto told his daughter Ellen that the “sailor” he had to take with him from Tofino immediately succumbed to seasickness, and he had to “babysit” the fellow all the way to New Westminster. Polly Shimizu recalled the anger and fear she felt as a child when her father was forced to leave Ucluelet with his boat in the wild December seas.1 He later told his family that while holed up in Bamfield to wait out a storm, he was threatened with being shot.
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					Confiscated Japanese Canadian trollers are towed away in 1942. UAHS Archives, Mary Kimoto collection
				
			In 1942, the Canadian government implemented a mass evacuation, displacing around twenty-​two thousand Japanese Canadians. Those who were on the western coast of Vancouver Island recalled being given forty-​eight hours’ notice to leave their homes. They were each allowed to take only what they could carry, which usually amounted to one suitcase or a box of belongings. Some heirlooms were given to neighbours. Other items were hidden, in the hope of eventual return. How does one sort through a lifetime of treasured belongings and choose only the bare minimum?

			With so little notice, the Japanese Canadians were forced to depart by boat, leaving their homes, most of their household contents and their beloved pets. Polly Shimizu recalled that as they left the beach in front of their home, their little dog swam after them before finally turning back. It was a long time before she learned that it had survived and been cared for by a neighbour.

			Kiyo Harada and Aki Arai, members of the Morishita family, told me their family did not even get to spend that last night in their Spring Cove home. Because of the distance to the main dock, the family quickly gathered up what they could carry and spent the night with friends in town, to avoid being late for the designated 10 a.m. departure. The sisters marvelled at how their mother managed to take her sewing machine, and said it will always have pride of place in a Morishita descendant’s home. Ellen Kimoto’s mother, Isabel Chizuko Kimoto, also took her sewing machine, while struggling to carry her infant daughter and a suitcase of belongings.

			Vi Mundy recalled the stories her mother Barb Touchie told of friendships made while growing up next to the Japanese Canadian children of Hakoda Bay. When the families were suddenly forced to leave, it affected Barb deeply, and she never forgot them. Some of the Japanese Canadian residents of Hakoda Bay buried items in their yards. Barb remembered finding fine china dishes in the soil, and other people found bottles of sake.

			Later on, when Barb was living in one of the cabins at Hakoda Bay, she heard a tinkling noise while hanging a picture on the wall. Her husband pulled some boards away, revealing a collection of teacups.

			D’Arcy Thompson was a young child when he heard the Japanese Canadian women crying as the families made their way from Bunji Bay and Sunahama Bay, along the wooden walkway to the dock, where the Maquinna waited to carry them all away.

			D’Arcy also recalled that after their Japanese Canadian friends and neighbours left, their belongings were auctioned off outside the local school. D’Arcy’s father Bud purchased a small bike for him and a scooter for his sister Margaret. Frank Hillier’s mother, Elsie, also wanted to help their Japanese Canadian friends, so she bought a table and chairs. The settlers were told the sale was to provide cash for the Japanese Canadians, but they later wondered if the money ever reached them.

			Margaret Thompson recalled how upset her father, Bud Thompson, was when the families were forcibly removed, and how excited and happy he was when his friend Jimmy Nitsui returned to Ucluelet after the war.

			Bernard Tugwell, who attended school with the Japanese Canadians kids, was sad to see his friends leave. Bernard told his son Brian, “The day the Japanese Canadian fishing fleet was removed from Ucluelet Harbour was the saddest day in Ucluelet history.”2

			Shirley Saggers grew up next to her grandparents’ store at Spring Cove. Their close friends the Shimizu family lived nearby. Shirley’s father, George Sr., told her that when the internment orders came, some officials arrived and put some kind of badge on him, saying, “You work for the government now” and ordering him to help tow some of the Japanese Canadian fleet to Port Alberni. He described it as “the worst day of his life. It was just terrible.”3 The Saggers kept in touch with the Shimizus, who moved to Ontario and came to visit them in Victoria in the 1980s.

			These Canadian citizens were now labelled as aliens. Those from Vancouver Island’s west coast were among the first to be interned. Upon reaching Vancouver, they were “housed” in the animal stables on the exhibition grounds at Hastings Park. Conditions were appalling. The women and children were separated from the men. They were allotted horse stalls to sleep in, where they lay on rough straw mattresses in the freezing cold of winter, with the stench of manure in the air. Isabel Kimoto was one of the first to arrive at Hastings Park, with her daughter Ellen just three months of age. Ellen remembered her mother telling her how the exhausted women immediately began cleaning the filthy horse barn as best they could. Eventually, they were given army blankets to hang on each stall for a semblance of privacy. Under such primitive and unsanitary conditions, dysentery broke out and illness was rampant. They lined up outside to receive unpalatable meal rations on tin plates.

			The men at Hastings Park were given the choice of going to a different internment camp or working in a road camp. Bob Kimoto and Joe Nakagawa went to work on a road camp in Schreiber, in Northern Ontario. After seven months in Hastings Park, Frances Nakagawa and Isabel Kimoto and children were sent to Slocan in the West Kootenays. Eventually, up to four thousand Japanese Canadians were interned in Slocan. Bob Kimoto and Joe Nakagawa later joined their families there. Although an improvement on the primitive Hastings Park, the environment was harsh. There were few houses, and many of the people spent an unusually cold winter in canvas tents. In the spring, they set about building cabins and planting gardens. Conditions gradually improved.

			When schools were set up, the displaced students chose to start each morning with the singing of “O Canada.” The time passed with not only hard work, but a resilient spirit which encouraged the playing of sports such as baseball, and the pursuit of the arts through amateur theatre. With employment forbidden, much time was spent in growing vegetables; Isabel and Bob specialized in tomatoes and pine mushrooms.

			Shirley Yaeko Oye had spent her early years in Steveston. Her father died when she was a little girl, leaving her mother to raise nine children, two of whom passed away at a young age. When internment happened, Shirley’s eldest sister and husband were in a Vancouver hospital, recovering from severe illness caused by contaminated fish roe. Shirley’s family was moved to Cordova Street and remained there until the couple recovered. They were among the last people to be sent to the Interior. When they arrived in Popoff, an internment camp near Slocan, in October, it was very cold. Many people were living in tents. Shirley said she and her mother and siblings were lucky to be housed in a bunkhouse. “It was okay,” she told me, although further discussion revealed that the wind had whistled through gaps in the wooden slatted walls, and it had been a constant struggle to stay warm through the fall and winter. Three times daily they went to the mess hall with their tin plates for meals. Again, Shirley described the food as “okay,” although it was not the fresh and appealing food they were accustomed to.4

			Mary Kimoto, like Shirley Oye, lived in the Lower Mainland of BC before internment. While Shirley lived in Steveston, Mary lived in Vancouver’s East End. Her parents ran a confectionery store on the corner of Powell and Victoria streets, in an area that came to be known as “Japantown.” The family lived in the back half of the building. Mary’s father died when she was fourteen, so she quit school and went to work to help support the family. Nootka Cannery was hiring, so her mother lied about Mary’s age and sent her off on the Maquinna with a group of girls. She was the youngest of the group and was treated well. Mary was one of only five girls who didn’t get seasick on their trip up the coast.

			The work was seasonal. Mary and her siblings also helped their mother run the confectionery store. When word circulated about an upcoming relocation from the coast, Mary’s mother was worried the family might be separated, so she acted quickly. She hired two friends with trucks, who helped load the contents of the store. “My mother said all of a sudden we have to go. We just had to go.” She continued: “We pulled out at about 2 a.m. in the morning and we headed for Kelowna…Of course, that was in January, so we hit snow and it was a scary trip.”5 Mary added they were all worried the RCMP would stop them en route, “but, no, we were lucky, because we travelled in the middle of the night.”6

			They reached Kelowna safely, settling into little shacks. There, they worked in orchards and at a greenhouse, growing tomatoes. Their mother climbed ladders to pick fruit, and Mary and her sister collected apples from the ground. Despite the cold weather and new environment, “we just seemed to manage,” Mary stated. “It was something that we felt that we had to do.” She added: “Everything was work, work, work. No time for pleasure. We were old enough to understand the circumstances.”7

			Mary had met Tommy Kimoto at a fish plant. They married in August 1944 and moved to Ontario, where Tommy’s sister lived. Mary was not happy at having to leave her mother and siblings, but accepted it with the attitude of shō ga nai. This Japanese term describes situations where something is out of one’s control, so one accepts it and moves on because, as Mary stated, “It can’t be helped.”8

			In Toronto, they had no place to stay and so were assigned “domestic” work. Members of the well-​known Seagram distillery family soon hired them, Tommy as a butler and Mary as a maid. When asked to also be the cook, Mary said she couldn’t even boil an egg; her employer taught her how to cook.

			When the war ended in 1945 with the atomic bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, Japanese Canadians were eventually given the choice of moving to Japan or relocating east of the Rockies. Robert and Isabel moved to Hamilton. Joe and Frances also moved to Ontario, settling close to Sudbury. Finally, in 1949, the BC government allowed Japanese Canadians to return to the coast. The Japanese Canadians were known as excellent fishermen, and BC Packers suggested that some of them return.

			Tommy Kimoto flew out from Ontario, decided it would be a good move, and encouraged others to do the same. Many of the relocated Japanese Canadians, understandably disillusioned with the BC government, would not come back. However, Tommy convinced a core group of ten Japanese Canadians to come out to the coast. Tommy was interested in a troller being built at Brentwood, bought it with financing assistance from BC Packers, and was ready to resume fishing.

			Mary recalled that Tommy was eager to get back to the coast from Ontario: the couple and their two young sons left Toronto in a newly-​purchased Pontiac, detouring down through Montana because of snow in Manitoba. They then veered back up to drive through the Rockies. “Tom got so excited when he saw those mountains,” Mary recounted. “We were almost home.”9

			Tommy wanted to return to Clayoquot Island, near Tofino, his home since the early 1920s. Tofino did not welcome him home. There had been a discriminatory motion of exclusion called “The Resolution Regarding Orientals” presented at a meeting in Tofino on January 24, 1947. It stated: “The Commissioners of the Corporation of the Village of Tofino hereby resolve—That, at the request of the residents of the Village of Tofino, all Orientals be excluded completely from this Municipality, and shall be prevented from owning property or carrying on business directly or indirectly within the Municipality.”10 Although the resolution was never officially adopted, the sentiment was known. The Japanese Canadians did not feel welcome. Tommy and Mary moved to Ucluelet and encouraged others to do the same. Tofino’s loss was truly Ucluelet’s gain.

			“They were fishermen, so they came back,” said Ellen Kimoto. “They got boats and they were on the sea and they just started all over again.”11 When the group of ten fishermen first arrived, they lived aboard their boats, tied up at my uncle Art Baird’s dock. The men purchased land and homes, and their wives and families soon joined them.

			Tommy and Mary settled in Spring Cove, and were soon joined by Bob and Isabel Kimoto, Joe and Frances Nakagawa, and other families. Spring Cove is a beautiful and idyllic spot, but when the families arrived in the early 1950s, there were few amenities. “When we got here, goodness, there was no water, no electricity,” Mary said. “It changed my whole lifestyle.”12 The women drew water from a shared well and did their laundry among the rocks down by the beach. With no road to nearby Ucluelet, regular trips to town were either by boat or along a wooden walkway and trail. This was the route for the kids to and from school, and for the moms to and from work as well as the meetings of the many village groups they volunteered with, such as the PTA, the Ucluelet Recreation Commission and the Ucluelet Swim Club.

			Joe and Frances Nakagawa, like Tommy Kimoto, had lived in Tofino before internment. They settled at Spring Cove in 1952 and raised ten children there. Frances recalled the kids trying to do their homework in the dim lighting, as there was no electricity. “Eight loaves of bread in the wood stove and my husband was just busy, always busy…fishing, chopping wood, and more.”13 Wood was plentiful—she described their place as like a sawmill, with lots of logs coming in on the tide. Frances said that raising those kids and keeping things going, providing meals, heating the house, was a full-​time job.

			Spring Cove had been used during the war as a base for the forces. Tommy, Mary and family first lived in a portion of what had been the recreation hall. Bob, Isabel and family moved into the former first-​aid building. In 1982, Isabel’s new home was built, and the first-​aid building was torn down. Suzy and George Kimoto lived close to the beach, in what was once an officer’s house.

			Shirley Oye moved to Ucluelet in around 1953, when her husband Shiro decided to leave logging and join his family in the fishing industry on the west coast. Shirley initially did not want to leave her family in the Lower Mainland, and was not impressed with Ucluelet upon arrival, but said she was lucky to have married a good, hard-​working man like Shiro. When they moved into a house built on pilings over the harbour, Shirley was constantly on edge about ensuring their three young boys didn’t fall into the water. At first, they struggled to pay their fifteen-​dollar monthly rent. Shiro quickly became a successful fisherman.

			As a young teenager, Shirley had worked at a tomato cannery in Kamloops to send money back to help support her mother. Despite years of hard work and the hardships of internment, Shirley maintained a positive attitude. She was consistently supportive of others. I will always appreciate the encouragement she gave my mother after my father died and Mom moved down the road to a smaller house she had built next door to Shirley and Shiro.

			The Japanese Canadians, exhibiting no bitterness for their harsh treatment during the war years, quickly became an integral part of the community, contributing time and energy through volunteerism.

			Japanese culture figures strongly in the heritage of Ucluelet. One huge contribution made by the Japanese Canadian women is culinary: any big social event in Ucluelet almost always features mouth-​watering Japanese delicacies, such as octopus salad and fishcakes. At weddings, funerals, New Year’s celebrations or extravaganzas put on for visiting dignitaries, the feasts provided by the Japanese Canadian ladies have always been highly prized.

			The ultimate feast presented by the ladies was at the Fishermen’s Ball, where members of local fishing families dressed to the nines, drank, partied, danced up a storm and feasted on the bounties of the sea. The first Fishermen’s Ball took place in 1961. Mary Kimoto recalled that as years went by the event got bigger and bigger, until they were making enough food for 265 people or more. (Patsy Tyne’s seafood chowder was another culinary success year after year.)

			I was born in 1951, postwar and post-​internment. For me, the Japanese community has always been integral to Ucluelet, true “locals.” When I finally found out about the internment, and how some members of our community had been treated during and after the war, I was shocked and saddened.

			The survivors of the internment moved forward with dignity, resilience and a strong work ethic. The Japanese Canadians retained their culture, which is interwoven through the fabric of West Coast heritage. Some of the families who settled here and contributed so much are the Kimotos, Nakagawas, Oyes, Nitsuis, Mayedes, Nasus, Hamanishis, Kariyas, Ouras, Suzukis and Nakatsus. A large number of families did not come back after the war and internment, and that was a huge loss to the community of Ucluelet.

			On October 7, 1992, over fifty Japanese Canadians came to Ucluelet to commemorate the fiftieth anniversary of the internment and to “celebrate their survival in the face of great odds.”14 Mary Kimoto hosted the evening event at the Ucluelet Secondary School Band Room. She continued, with grace and tenacity, to advocate for the preservation of local Japanese Canadian history right up to her hundredth birthday. The Ucluelet and Area Historical Society board continues to regard her as its inspiration and matriarch.

			Redress

			After World War II, Japanese Canadians organized the Japanese Canadian Committee for Democracy, which later became the NAJC—the National Association of Japanese Canadians. A redress movement began and grew, and finally the federal government responded. There was a redress settlement in September 1988, in which each Japanese Canadian citizen who had survived internment, or who had been born before April 1, 1949, was awarded $21,000. At the same time, then prime minister Brian Mulroney gave a formal apology on behalf of the federal government.

			It did not by any means settle the harsh and complicated legacy of internment, and more attention was given to redress.

			Ellen Kimoto of Ucluelet was involved in a federally funded research project called Landscapes of Injustice, launched in 2014 and headed by the University of Victoria. One of its initiatives was to investigate what happened to the properties, the assets and all that the Japanese Canadians had been forced to leave behind.

			Despite an apology at a national level, regional sores still festered. On the western coast of Vancouver Island, Tofino’s 1947 resolution of exclusion was well known. In 1997, at the request of Mr. Sado Sato, who had purchased property in Tofino, the resolution was rescinded by Tofino Council. At that time, council stated there was no record of the 1947 resolution ever being voted on or passed, but they wanted to make it clear “that the District of Tofino rejects any exclusionary policy based on racial or ethnic origin.” Then, on May 28, 2019, the mayor of Tofino, Josie Osborne, gave a heartfelt apology for the 1947 motion, on behalf of the town’s council.

			Tommy Kimoto, who had not been welcomed when he tried to return to Tofino after World War II, did not hear the apology; his widow Mary and his son Doug did. Afterwards, Mary said, “It’s finally happened and I’m just speechless.”15 Doug, who came to Ucluelet with his parents and brother Gordie in 1951, at the age of ten months, added: “This is an apology for all the families that lived here years ago and reconciliation for the Japanese Community.”16 Doug described the apology as righting a long-​standing wrong, and acknowledged that “it took a lot of will to do this” on the part of the proactive mayor and council.

			Ellen Kimoto described the mayor’s apology as “heartfelt and emotional,” but said the event was bittersweet—“The bitter part was that the people who really suffered weren’t there to hear it…My mom and all her age group; they’re all gone.”17

			Acknowledgement of Internment and Japanese Canadian Legacies in BC

			On May 21, 2022, BC’s premier, John Horgan, made an official announcement regarding redress. Citing the “irreparable social, economic, and psychological harm” suffered by Japanese Canadians at the hands of the BC government, and affirming that “this is not a proud history,” Premier Horgan announced a government contribution to “support the legacy initiatives recommended by the National Association of Japanese Canadians, in conjunction with Japanese Canadian communities in BC.”

			The six initiatives were: Monument; Education; Senior Health and Wellness; Community and Culture; Heritage Restoration; and Anti-​racism.

			A group of locals gathered in the Ucluelet Community Centre to witness the event live-​streamed from Steveston. Three internment survivors—Mary Kimoto, Ellen Kimoto and Suzie Corlazzoli—were there, as well as descendants of others who had been interned. MLA Josie Osborne was on hand to represent the BC government. Paul Kariya, who grew up in Ucluelet, played an important role in the achievement of the redress.

			In 2024, the Ucluelet and Area Historical Society received funding from the Japanese Canadian Legacies Society for the creation of a permanent open-​air pavilion to present local Japanese Canadian history and to honour the significant contributions of the Japanese Canadian community to Ucluelet and the surrounding area. The pavilion will overlook the historic site of Fraser Bay.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 15 The War Years

			When Herbert Hillier shared news of the declaration of World War I over the community phone line, it “stunned the little West Coast community like nothing else ever had.”1 During the war, Hillier received a news bulletin every night and updated the locals by emergency telephone ring.

			On the home front, locals pitched in for the war effort. Women gathered over pots of tea, Red Cross emblems on their sleeves, cutting and packaging bandages, and knitting mufflers, mitts and socks for what Phyllis Binns described as “the soldier’s poor blistered feet.”2

			George Fraser gave up using butter, sugar and other articles, donating what he would have spent on them to the Red Cross. He also sent yearly shipments of heather to Victoria “to be sold for the benefit of patriotic funds.”3 In 1918 alone, “Heather Day” netted “the handsome sum of $1,131.30.”4

			Every bit helped. In 1914, a dance in Ucluelet yielded $12 to be forwarded to the Patriotic Fund. In March 1917, $68.55 was raised for the cause at a concert at the school at Hitacu. In 1918, a dance at the Ucluelet East school raised $15.50, and the affair ended with the singing of the national anthem and “three cheers for the boys at the front, and the ladies of Ucluelet.”5

			As well as participating in fundraising, many nuučaan̓uł citizens expressed an interest in enlisting. Indian agent Gus Cox reported that “the leading men of a number of west coast tribes, at present in Victoria, have expressed their desire to be allowed to serve…and offer to send numbers of their younger men if called upon.”6 Over four thousand Indigenous soldiers fought in World War I, but because of incomplete records it’s hard to document a number specific to Vancouver Island’s west coast.

			The Men Who Went to War
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					William Hillier joined the conflict in Europe at the age of nineteen. Frank Hillier
				
			William Hillier went overseas in June 1916 to serve as a private in the 88th Battalion (Victoria Fusiliers) CEF. He was wounded at the Battle of Vimy Ridge in April 1917, and spent several months in a London hospital. He then returned to duty, guarding German prisoners of war in Seaford, England, and then travelled home to Ucluelet at war’s end. William received a medal for his service.

			William’s pay during World War I was one dollar per day, plus an additional ten cents a day when on the battlefield. Despite this meagre amount, he saved enough money to buy a piano for his mother when he got home.

			The Daily Colonist of December 2, 1915, reported that William Thompson, formerly in charge of the power lifeboat stationed at Ucluelet, was serving on a British submarine in the North Sea, as a lieutenant in the Royal Navy Volunteer Reserve. The newspaper article shared an excerpt from a letter from Thompson to Gordon Halkett:

			I have visited the famous lifeboat stations and met the superintendent, who is going to show me the rocket apparatus, etc. The Gorleston boat is 44′ × 12.6′ beam, sail propelled—carries oars as well—and has been in use for 22 years. Of course, this proposition is entirely different to ours—stations dotted close together along the coast and all sandbanks and beaches.

			I would like to see similar craft bumping ashore on Wreck Bay or Long Beach in a gale. There wouldn’t be much of the boat left. I trust all is well at the Ucluelet station. The war is frightful, the end nowhere in sight I fear, but, of course, the only one end is possible. When that comes I shall make a beeline for the West Coast.


			In another letter, Thompson mentioned that William Maitland-​Dougall and Lieutenant Brown were stationed on submarines nearby, “so poor old Ucluelet hasn’t done so bad.” He added: “I can assure you the navigation of the North Sea these times is no joke.”7 Unfortunately, William Maitland-​Dougall became a casualty of war.

			Thompson was the first Royal Navy Volunteer Reserve officer to serve in British submarines, and the first Canadian to do so.8 Known as “Whiskers” Thompson by his fellow servicemen, he made quite an impression. The following excerpt is from a ditty published in the March 1916 issue of Maidstone Magazine, a newsletter published by the 8th Submarine Flotilla based in Harwich.

			
			Tarrybreeks by The Alecto Poet

				Of Tarrybreeks a lay I’ll sing
			Euchulet’s famous Lumber King,
			Who there, remote from worldly strife
			For years endured the simple life…
			Old Tarry felt a trifle slow
			No picture palace could it show.
			So he forsook that peaceful scene
			And hied him to a Submarine
			And felt how grand it was to be
			A terror both by land and sea…
			He’s up to any mortal thing
			This unrepentant Lumber King,
			Throughout the world where’er one seeks
			Non can compare with Tarrybreeks.9


			When Wilfred Thornton enlisted for service on February 19, 1917, records showed his place of residence as “Weuelet,” British Columbia. After the war, Wilfred returned to his wife and young son at home in Ucluelet, and later had another son. Both children would serve in World War II.

			Toichi Nitsui, a Ucluelet fisherman who owned Hyphocus Island, served in World War I and returned safely. Despite his years of patriotic service, Toichi was interned in south-​central BC during World War II. His property, including the fifty-​two-​acre island, was confiscated and sold, and his letters to the government protesting this unfair treatment were dismissed.

			Ed Homewood of Ucluelet enlisted with the 50th Regiment (Gordon Highlanders) in 1914 and went to the front with the 16th Battalion. A newspaper article describes injuries he sustained at the Battle of Festubert: “After army surgeons got through picking splinters of bone from his brain there was a place on the top of his head, covered only by skin and hair, as big as the palm of his hand. For many years Ed wore a saucer-​shaped metal plate under his hat, but as the years went by the bone grew in from the sides until now the hole is about as large as a silver dollar.”10

			The brain surgery left Ed with a partially paralyzed leg, but he returned to the coast and lived a full and active life. In 1960, Ed and his wife, Esther, visited one of the surgeons in England. When asked if Sir Claude Franklin had been surprised to see him, Ed replied: “He was astonished. He told me I should have been dead! But I sure fooled him.”11

			Norman Lyche, son of Ucluelet settlers August and Alice Lyche, signed on with the 136th University Battalion, arriving in England in 1916. He later transferred to the Canadian Engineers, serving in France as a lieutenant. Norman returned safely from the war, but drowned at the age of thirty-​two after falling overboard from his fishboat. When a fish packer exited the harbour carrying his body in a flower-​covered coffin, local war veterans stood at attention on the wharf. Twenty boats accompanied the packer to the mouth of the harbour. Norman Lyche was interred in the Ross Bay Cemetery, Victoria, with full military honours.

			Carl Binns was keen to enlist, wanting to be “in the thick of the fray.”12 When he was rejected because of problems with his feet, his complaints were constant, until his wife, Ethel, finally told him that the way he was carrying on about it, she wished he would go! Carl found some solace in being a lifeboat crew member on the lookout for enemy submarines.

			William Karn, like Carl, was rejected for health reasons, despite his eagerness to serve. William even lied about his age and dyed his hair to look younger. He was turned down because of severe varicose veins, which the authorities said would interfere with marching. This angered William, especially after all the “marching” he had done back and forth to his pre-​emption property over the years.13 William helped the war effort by working in a munitions factory.

			Bert Hillier also tried to join up. He was around fourteen years old at the time. Bert headed off to Port Alberni in the family canoe, a good eighty kilometres across Barkley Sound and down Alberni Canal. There, the recruiting officer recognized him as William Hillier’s younger brother, told Bert he was too young, and sent him off home to Ucluelet.

			Hamish Maitland-​Dougall was the son of James and Winnifred Maitland-​Dougall, who were from Duncan but sometimes lived in Ucluelet. When Hamish enlisted, he was a Ucluelet resident. A corporal in the Canadian Infantry (Central Ontario Regiment), 102nd Battalion, Hamish died at the age of twenty on April 9, 1917, during the storming of Vimy Ridge. His name is listed on the Canadian National Vimy Memorial as one of over eleven thousand Canadians soldiers missing and presumed dead.

			Less than a year later, on March 15, 1918, the Maitland-​Dougalls lost their eldest son William to the same war. He was the only Canadian submarine commanding officer to be lost in action, and the youngest ever to earn command. William died because of a communication glitch. A French airship, unaware of the latest Allied signals, dropped bombs on his submarine. William and his crew fought valiantly to save their sub, but she sank off Le Havre, France, with all hands lost. The wreck was located in 2007.

			Charles Homewood, twenty-​one-​year-​old rancher from “Neluetet,” BC, enlisted in 1914. When his brother Edward was severely injured at the Battle of Festubert, Charles received lesser wounds. He returned to the front, then transferred to the Royal Flying Corps. Upon joining an aviation school in England, he “proved to be a thoroughly capable pilot.”14 Lieutenant Charles Homewood died during flight training with the Royal Air Force at Fairlop, Essex, when one wing of his airplane collapsed. He was twenty-​four years old.

			World War II

			In 1938, Ucluelet listed seventy-​eight residents on the Canadian voters list. That was about to change. In 1935, Canadian military personnel had foreseen the possibility of war and took steps to protect Canada’s West Coast. Ucluelet, with its safe harbour strategically situated at the entrance to Barkley Sound, was chosen as an ideal location for an RCAF base.

			On January 1, 1938, the Royal Canadian Air Force’s No. 4 General Reconnaissance Squadron was established. A rotating-​duty detachment known as the Barkley Detachment was set up in early 1939. For the first month, the personnel roughed it in tents at Kennedy Lake, flying out on forays when weather permitted. The primitive living conditions were a taste of what would come when the RCAF Ucluelet base was established. When Canada declared war on September 10, 1939, the Barkley Detachment’s role became both “patrol and first-​strike,” and they returned to Kennedy Lake with the new moniker of Bomber Reconnaissance Squadron.15

			The motto of No. 4 Bomber Reconnaissance Squadron—“We Deliver”—and its symbol of a stork carrying a bomb in a diaper, made a colourful unit badge. When an air force base was later set up near Tofino, its symbol was Donald Duck holding an umbrella. Bea Brennan said the Ucluelet and Tofino crests were designed by Walt Disney Productions.16 An alternate unit badge with a West Coast theme was created for Ucluelet’s No. 4 Squadron. It featured an eagle with motto from the Chinook dialect: “Tikeh Klap Mesachee Tillikum,” meaning “seek the enemy.”17
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					The unit badge of No. 4 Bomber Reconnaissance Squadron sported a whimsical yet powerful image. Don Jepson
				
			Engineers chose the Ucluelet site for an RCAF seaplane base, the government bought the property from John Kvarno, and the Northern Construction Company was hired to clear land and build structures. By June 1940 the Ucluelet base was deemed ready for permanent occupancy—it was an overly optimistic assessment.

			The construction crew left to build a base at Coal Harbour. The RCAF personnel arrived, ready to fulfill their mission to patrol the coast, maintain equipment, train on bombing and artillery, and protect the base. To their collective dismay, the base required not only protection, but construction. So, like pioneer settlers before them, they felled trees, bushwhacked with machetes, and dug out stumps, while slapping at mosquitoes and inhaling smoke from slash burns. Rain created a sea of mud, so they traversed the site on planks while building auxiliary roads. Leslie Hempsall reported that “the ultimate indignity” came when they were tasked with fitting the latrines with hardware.

			Progress was bumpy. “The air force unofficial motto, Situation Normal, All Fouled Up,” prevailed.18 One SNAFU occurred when the buoys supplied for mooring the aircraft sank from the weight of their chains. My Uncle Art recalled that when locals helped build the seaplane base, he worked on the piledriver, building floats for aircraft moorage.

			High tides caused salt water to drain into the water supply. An alternative source triggered allergic reactions in many personnel, owing to cedar contamination of the water.
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					Stranraer 915 FY-B at the Ucluelet seaplane base, 1941. UAHS Archives
				
			As the personnel struggled to create a functioning base, the stress was compounded by their aircraft. For several years, all the squadron had were Stranraer flying boats, obsolete craft made up of “fifty thousand parts flying in close formation.”19 To make matters worse, until proper maintenance facilities were ready, Ucluelet-​based pilots had to fly dodgy aircraft to the Jericho RCAF base in Vancouver for repairs.

			Shark float planes were another archaic species at the Ucluelet base. In 1942, crews celebrated the arrival of a Canso flying boat, their first aircraft that was not a prewar relic.20 The twin-​engine Canso could fly great distances and land on both water and land. By the end of 1943, the Stranraers, a.k.a. “whistling birdcages,” were gone, replaced by nine Cansos and two Catalinas (which were like Cansos, but could land only on water).

			Winter frequently brought clouds down to a hundred feet, “with planes sea-​scraping at fifty feet.”21 Patrols were often “agropin in the rain.” However, as one pilot put it, “If you didn’t fly hereabouts in rainy weather, you wouldn’t fly at all.”22

			The Crash of Stranraer 928

			On December 30, 1941, just three weeks after the Pearl Harbor attack, Stranraer 928 headed straight out to sea. The crew of eight were on what should have been a four-​hour mission—two hours out, two hours back. Half an hour out, one of the plane’s two engines started to sputter and smoke. The pilot turned the plane around to head back to base. Air gunner Sergeant Frank Rogers later described looking out the window midship and realizing “the treetops were awfully close.”23 The plane crashed into trees and plummeted through them to the ground, a little less than a kilometre from the base.

			Sergeant Rogers came to in a plane full of oily smoke and broke a Plexiglass window. As he wiggled through it and dropped to the ground, machine-​gun ammunition and flares set off by the fire exploded around him. His biggest worry was the flames licking at the 113-kilogram bombs under the wings. “The crash would not set them off, but I knew the heat would ignite the bomb detonators and BANG!”24

			Rogers crawled about twenty metres through the snow before passing out beside a large stump. Three other airmen escaped the crash. The four others perished. Personnel at the base witnessed the plane disappearing, followed by a large cloud of smoke, and rushed to carry the wounded men to the base hospital. Rogers had a dislocated shoulder, bruises, cuts and burns. He never heard the verdict of an inquiry into the crash, but theorized the pilot was struggling to deal with a lack of power from the failing engine, while trying to figure out where on the partially frozen harbour he could land.

			Trees near take-​off and landing sites created risk, so Lyche Island in the centre of Ucluelet Harbour was logged. Sheila Mead-​Miller commented, “It looked so funny to see the island all shaven and shorn.”25

			More Personnel Arrive

			In 1942, a contingent of the Royal Canadian Artillery set up on a rock in front of the Hilliers’ home in Port Albion. “These big guns would practice shots at the rocks outside the harbour and keep us all in suspense,” Elsie Hillier said.26 Local fishermen were concerned that the shots were killing large numbers of fish.

			Army personnel did guard duty. The first to arrive was the Canadian Scottish Regiment; next came the Duke of Connaught’s Own Rifles and finally some men from the Veterans Guard of Canada, too old to enlist but determined to serve in some fashion. In February 1942, fifty American Radio Direction Finding personnel set up a radar early-​warning device at Spring Cove. They lived in tents until accommodation was built.

			When they left four months later, well-​trained Canadian personnel took over, including George Gudbranson, who would remain after the war, raise his extended family in Ucluelet, and become a dedicated community member.

			Given the questionable earlier aircraft and the challenging coastal weather, it is amazing that only thirty-​seven men lost their lives during the Ucluelet station’s operational period. Sorties could last five or six hours, covering areas up to four hundred kilometres out to sea. The Ucluelet squadron responded to many false alarms, including a reported sighting of sixty Japanese ships eight hundred kilometres off the coast. The standard reconnaissance forays were set at 290 kilometres offshore; at one point, the powers that be reduced that to 160 kilometres, citing the unreliability of the aircraft. The airmen responded that 160 kilometres out to sea on an obsolete aircraft didn’t feel any safer than 290 kilometres.27 Accidents also happened on base. In May 1944, Corporal Hugh McKay died and three others were injured when a bomb exploded in the armament section.28

			During most of 1942, Japanese submarines patrolled off the West Coast, but none were sunk or severely damaged. It was recorded that on June 20, 1942, Japanese submarine I-26 shelled Estevan Point Lighthouse, in the first attack on Canadian soil since the war of 1812.29 A colourful account came from Cougar Annie (Ada Annie Rae-​Arthur), who described seeing a submarine surface in Hesquiaht Harbour.30

			Around twenty-​five shells struck the beach or whistled overhead. The only damage was from a few fragments that hit buildings. The attack on Estevan is still disputed. There is no doubt it was shelled, as evidenced by witness reports and an unexploded thirty-​six-​kilogram shell found on the beach.31 Many shell casings were also found, most recently in 1973. The conflict is over who attacked the lighthouse. A conspiracy theory argues that US Navy ships fired the shells to stir up the war effort by scaring “the bejesus out of Canadians.”32 In 1973, Minoru Yokoda, commander of Japanese sub I-26, recounted how the first shells fell way too short: “I remember vividly my yelling at them, Raise the gun! Raise the gun!”33 Despite his claim of responsibility, the debate continues.

			The shelling at Estevan caused much excitement at the Ucluelet base. A corporal chose two airmen to spend a month with him on an isolated beach, looking out for enemies who might come ashore from their subs for fresh air and exercise. Many personnel vied for the mission, wanting a change from the base. When the three dishevelled men returned a month later, the corporal complained that it had “rained like a bugger every day. The water was rough as Billy-be-damned,” and every time they thought they saw a periscope, it turned out to be a diving duck. One of the airmen added: “It was the pits!”34

			While fulfilling their missions of reconnaissance and rescue, the Ucluelet personnel also created a functional base. A gardening committee was formed to beautify the area. An entertainment committee provided activities to raise morale on the isolated, frequently storm-​ridden base. Available sports included fishing, swimming, the three Bs of basketball, baseball and badminton, and an annual track and field day. Social pastimes included bridge and poker, choir, chess and crokinole. One puzzling presentation was a pyrotechnic display put on to entertain locals during a blackout period, courtesy of the armament section.

			Ucluelet musicians put on concerts in the Recreation Hall, a.k.a. the Rec Hall. The entertainment committee organized dances, creating a demand for dancing partners; crash boat M264 “scoured the shores of Barkley Sound for women, seldom with much success.”35 Spirits soared when the young women of the Adanac Ria Club visited the base. This group (“Air Canada” spelled backwards) was formed in Vancouver in late 1943 to fraternize with airmen and airwomen as part of the war effort. Their visits to the coast, whether in signature red blazers at dinners or in formal gowns at dances, always boosted morale. The adjutant of RCAF Ucluelet described them in his journal as “a bunch of swell girls.”36

			The Young Men’s Christian Association helped acquire furniture, equipment and movies, which arrived aboard SS Princess Maquinna and SS Southolm. Popular movies included Look Who’s Laughing, Flying Fortress and Sin Town. A station newspaper called the Western Flight covered important news, including the night a roaming camp dog named Josephine “attended by anxious airmen…gave birth to eight fine pups” beneath the barracks.37
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					Community activities took place at the seaplane base, as shown in this photo of children playing, with the barracks and water tower in the background. UAHS Archives
				
			So many activities were on offer that leave time was cut in half. It was even suggested that personnel forgo city visits to spend their leave in Tofino, affirming a commonly held belief that those in charge of making these decisions were totally out of touch with reality.

			Tent Town

			A few airmen who wished to have their families with them found space in the one small hotel or in rented cottages, and a couple of them turned an old garage into apartments. But housing options were limited. This was solved when a few men set up “Tent Town” between the hotel and the seaplane base, on land supplied by hotel owner Stan Littleton. Described by a reporter as “one of the quaintest wartime mushroom habitations in Canada,”38 the tent homes housed nine air force men and their wives, as well as four children.

			Flight Sergeant W.F. Balfour explained that he and others had set up the enclave after their wives visited and then, when winter arrived, “nobody was anxious to let his wife go. So they stayed all winter and suffered no ill effects.” They kept oil stoves going day and night. “It once rained for eight weeks straight but the canvas roofs stood up well.” When shown around the three-by-four-by-three-​metre dwelling by Balfour and his wife, the reporter enthused: “A cosier place it would be impossible to imagine than this little gray home in Ucluelet.”

			Balfour calculated he’d spent $150 on his abode, for tent, porch, lumber, radio, running water, cook stove and furnishings. “If I have to leave,” he said, “I’ll sell the whole shebang to the best buyer and may-be make a spot of profit.”39

			The air force wives visited the beaches, played badminton in the village hall, and watched movies on the base. To counter local shopping costs, they put in orders that arrived weekly by boat. The wives living near the base were also offered occasional training. In August 1944, they were given “a six-​day Anti-​Gas Course,” culminating in a session in a gas-​filled chamber.40

			Many of the couples were young, and some were newlyweds. A wedding announcement in the Province newspaper of January 3, 1941, stated that Rory Rorison and his bride, Nona, were leaving to reside at Ucluelet’s RCAF station. The bride was elegantly attired in “a princess frock of woodbury rose crepe, featuring bracelet sleeves and full skirt” and a black felt hat intriguingly festooned with “hackle feather trim.” She would be “travelling in a black boucle coat with a silver fox, over her wedding gown.” (Hopefully she packed rainboots.)

			Bea Brennan arrived in Ucluelet with her husband, George, in 1944 and considered herself lucky to have a house, although “there were no lights, no water lines, and no sewer lines.”41 The Brennans lived on the corner of Peninsula Road and Norah Street, then called D.F. Road because of the directional finder installation at the top of the hill. The commanding officer and his wife lived in a little house where the bowling alley now sits. He had a pipe connected to the seaplane base, a pipe that “mysteriously grew—down the road, around the corner, and into about six houses.”42 Bea said it was quite a day when the water was turned on—even though it was cold. The isolation and lack of amenities didn’t bother Bea and George—after the war, they remained in Ucluelet, George working at the Co-op and Bea managing the library.

			Bea also recalled much excitement among the men on the base when they heard that female RCAF personnel were to be stationed in Ucluelet, “but alas, they were just rumours—war is hell!!”43
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					This aerial photo from the early 1940s shows the Princess Maquinna docked at the government wharf. The married quarters, known as “Tent Town,” were in the field shown in the upper right of the photo. Madden’s store is across from the wharf, with the Maddens’ house next door. The school is across the street (on the site of the present-​day District building). UAHS Archives
				
			The base had a complementary relationship with the village of Ucluelet. “We used to hang around with some of them, you know, and we had a lot of fun,” Sheila Mead-​Miller said. “They were all nice people.”44

			Margaret Thompson, who was six years old when the war started, remembered a little “handgun” her dad made her so she could protect herself if the Germans attacked. She also recalled the blackout routine, when the village residents put tarpaper over all the windows every evening. Once a week, each child took twenty-​five cents to school for war stamps. On Fridays, girls and boys alike knitted face cloths to send to the soldiers overseas. Three large army buildings had been built near the house Margaret lived in, adjacent to the present-​day police station. (The house, later occupied by the Watt family, and even later by the Driftwood Restaurant, was destroyed by fire in 2012.)

			Canso Crash in the Harbour

			The Thompson home’s proximity to the harbour meant Margaret and family heard the boom when Canso 11019 crashed on June 9, 1944. The aircraft was returning from a routine mission and crashed near Lyche Island. Of the eight crew members, only flight navigator C.M. Amos survived.

			Earl Mundy, who was then six years old, heard the noise and saw the dramatic crash from his home on the Hitacu waterfront.

			Frank Hillier was a young boy at the time. He and his family heard a loud bang and rushed out into the lane. They saw smoke billowing up from the harbour and heard a voice hollering for help. Frank’s brother Don ran to the wharf to find a boat. His dad called after him: “Keep your head down. That noise you hear is live bullets.”45 The plane’s ammunition was exploding in the heat. At the wharf, Don found none of the rowboats were usable. The owners had taken their oars home, because the airmen had been “borrowing” the boats to visit the young women who worked at the cannery across the harbour.

			When Don looked around, he saw the crash boat speeding from the base to rescue the lone survivor, who was swimming around surrounded by flaming oil. Frank recalled that two or three weeks later there were dead fish washed up around the harbour because of the explosion.

			Charles Fraser, who worked as a chef at the time, remembered seeing a big pillar of smoke. The crash “was quite a jolt,” he stated, adding that one theory about the cause was that the plane clipped the trees at the end of Lyche Island (although some reports say the island had been logged because of the war, and other reports say the crash did not happen that close to the island). A second theory was that they hit something at the end of the bay, causing the depth charges to explode.46

			A week later, the first body was recovered. Ironically, the retrieval of the last body happened on August 18, 1944, the same day orders came to close RCAF Station Ucluelet, and to relocate remaining personnel to RCAF Station Tofino.47

			During the war, over a thousand RCAF air and ground personnel inflated Ucluelet’s population, which dropped to around two hundred when the seaplane base closed.

			Postwar Playground

			As kids, we played in trenches, bunkers and bomb shelters left after the war. Later, my daughters and their friends also played in them. They remain today, a reminder of different times. Many a youngster tore their trousers on barbed wire strung through the bush in areas of town, set up to keep out the enemy. Vic Foggett was hired as watchman of the deserted base, and Terry Smith recalled hiding from him behind a wood lattice while waiting to sneak into the area. He said it could be tricky, as the kids couldn’t avoid leaving footprints across the mudflats.

			Frank Hillier recalled playing follow-​the-​leader with friends D’Arcy Thompson, Malcolm Mead-​Miller and Ronnie Wesnedge. It was great fun climbing ladders to the top of the hangar and running around up there. It was less fun when he started down the ladder from a great height and the rotted rungs disintegrated beneath his feet.

			Terry Smith recalled clambering around up there with his brother Mike, my brother Robbie and Brian White. “The ladders were rotten, the stairs were rotten…It’s a wonder one of us or all of us didn’t get killed.” They also climbed down into the storm sewer and navigated through that huge pipe.

			Pacific Coast Militia Rangers

			Some local men belonged to the Pacific Coast Militia Rangers (PCMR), a corps of the Canadian Army referred to as BC’s “home guard.” Unique to the West Coast, the Rangers were authorized on August 12, 1942. No. 102 Company Ucluelet covered Ucluelet, Port Albion, Stapleby and Wreck Bay. William Hillier was the captain from June 15, 1942, to August 14, 1943, followed by G.H. Gilroy-​Moore, who led the group until it disbanded in 1945. My Uncle Art was an active member of the group.
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					The Ucluelet unit of the Pacific Coast Militia Rangers often gathered at Little Beach for training. Topics included how to use a Sten submachine gun. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			During my research, I discovered my father was the Ranger captain for No. 6 Company Clo-​oose, a fact he never mentioned to me. He logged at Nitinat during those years. The military wanted Rangers who knew the local terrain, and Dad certainly fit the bill.

			With their areas remote and widely spread, the Rangers could not easily assemble for training, so information was shared through a publication called The Ranger, first distributed in 1942. Topics included “Edible plants of BC” and “What to do with a tarp.” Not all training was covered in the magazines.

			The article entitled “Know Where to Shoot” would have been a useful read before one Ucluelet Rangers incident. A local trainee was handed a gun. The rest of the local Rangers lined up behind him. When he squeezed the hair trigger, the rapid machine fire took over—the gun flew around wildly, spraying ammo in all directions. The local Rangers hit the beach, taking cover behind logs and driftwood.48

			Sheila Mead-​Miller said her husband Ken thought it would be safer fighting the enemy than being out on “their little tours” with the Rangers. “One or two of them…weren’t very careful with their rifles…He thought they might shoot each other. Safer really to have an enemy in front of you.”49

			The PCMR disbanded on September 30, 1945.

			The Gumboot Navy
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					Wilfred Thornton and his son Phil, who served in the Fishermen’s Reserve. Phil’s brother Harold served overseas with the Royal Canadian Engineers, 18th Field Company. Karn Family
				
			Another group protecting the coastline was officially named the Royal Canadian Navy Fishermen’s Reserve, but west coasters called it the Gumboot Navy because of their practical footwear. In the aftermath of Pearl Harbor, local commercial fishermen, as well as some tugboat operators, loggers and boat maintenance workers, were pressed into service to patrol coastal waters and aid in sea rescues. The skippers of the Gumboot Navy knew Vancouver Island’s treacherous western coast like the back of their hands. They were, however, directed by naval personnel from the headquarters at Esquimalt. The Gumboot Navy disbanded in 1944.

			“Dear Mum and Dad”

			After going overseas in September 1943, Bud Tugwell trained in central England and Scotland. He hit the beaches of Normandy with his unit on D-Day, 1944, to clear obstacles so the barges could land. Unlike many of his fellow soldiers, Bud wasn’t seasick on the way over to France. He credited that to eight years of west coast fishing.

			Bud and his unit worked in water up to their necks while dressed in full battle gear. They were used to it, having been thoroughly trained for this exact event. Once they’d cleared the beaches, they headed inland.

			On the following day, Bud wrote this letter to his parents:

			Dear Mum and Dad,

			Well, I guess you have heard the news, and are beginning to worry about me. You have nothing to worry about though, as I never even got a scratch, although I think I must have lost about ten pounds in the first five or six hours.

			We really have something to be proud about as some of us were the first on the beach, and we never had a casualty. I was really a scared little boy for a little while. In fact I don’t think there was anybody that wasn’t. We haven’t been doing much today, but there is sure an awful noise going on all the time. We sure have wonderful air support. The planes are over here all the time helping us.

			The people over here are sure glad to see us. They all come out on the streets and watch us go by and hand us flowers and wave to us.

			Well I must close now, Mum, and try and cook myself some supper. I will keep on writing once a week if I get the time.50


			Their inland trek took them through France, Belgium and Holland to Emden, Germany. When in open fields, they “dug a hole and crawled into it for the night.”51

			Bud and his unit were in Emden when the war officially ended, and they celebrated with beverages from a bombed-​out liquor house. He said his happiest day was January 11, 1946, the day he was discharged.

			Bud experienced a lot of artillery fire and recalled that “placing minefields and then going back out and digging them up again after the troops had advanced was a particularly unnerving experience.”52 He said none of them knew what they were getting into when they joined up, and that for many, the waiting period was worse than finally getting there and getting on with the job.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 16 All That Glitters

			In the local resource realm, mining takes a back seat to fishing and logging, but it has its place in the history of Ucluelet and adjacent areas. By 1865 there was lots of hype about gold and copper on the west coast of Vancouver Island, and hordes of hopeful prospectors arrived in the 1890s.

			Early settler and certified assayer Will Sutton visited the Barkley Sound area in 1895, collecting rich ore samples, including gold. A newspaper article described Sutton as “greatly pleased with what he has seen…[and] confident of the brilliant future for this new mining district.”1 Will later delivered an extensive report describing the many precipitous cliffs he climbed in search of ore.

			At a 1900 Victoria-​based meeting of the Natural History Society, W.M. Brewster lectured on “The Mineral Resources of Vancouver Island.” Brewster, representing the New York Mining and Engineering Company, described “difficulties of an unusual nature” that came with mining on the west coast, explaining it was “necessary for the investigator to pack on his back all supplies, blankets, etc.…besides fighting his way through sallal, thickets of underbrush and swamps, where the growth of devils club is most luxuriant.”2 Brewster considered the western coast the most extensive mineral bearing section of Vancouver Island, and said that to develop mines there would require “much pluck, endurance, faith, and a long pocket book.”3

			Gold fever truly hit Vancouver Island’s west coast in 1899, when gold was found in the black sand of Wreck Bay. Tyee Jack, whose Nuu-​chah-​nulth name was Klih-wi-tu-a, is credited with spotting the telltale glitter. One report has it that he landed on the beach for a rest from halibut fishing and discovered the gold, filling his pocket with the sand to show to others, including his friend, the early settler Carl Binns. Another version says he and Binns discovered the gold together when they stopped to make tea en route to Clayoquot with a mail delivery.

			News of Wreck Bay gold stirred up great excitement in Ucluelet. Eager residents added their names to an alphabetical list, and claims were set up along the beach in that order. Tyee Jack took his place on the list. The group was soon organized under the name Ucluelet Placer Mining Company.
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					Early settlers James Sutton and Carl Binns were both keen participants in the Wreck Bay gold venture. Royal BC Museum
				
			Newspaper accounts of Wreck Bay gold drew more prospectors. By April 1900, miners were sifting up to nine tonnes of gravel a day, with hopes of building a flume to make the process easier. A summer newspaper described Ucluelet residents as “jubilant over their mining prospect in Wreck Bay. They all have interest in it, and the results shown are far beyond their expectations.”4 The reporter described the gold as “flaky, but very easily saved. I saw a pan of very nice colours.” The gold was, he stated, “satisfactory and not a bogus affair.”5

			Wreck Bay gold continued to enthrall newspaper readers. On July 14, 1900, the Daily Colonist reported the Willipa transporting a thousand dollars’ worth of Wreck Bay gold dust. The highly anticipated flume was expected to yield even more by bringing water to operate what the Times Colonist referred to as “some hydraulicking machinery.”6

			Despite delays in building the flume, optimism reigned. “With all due respect to the Klondike region,” one workman stated, “there are very few more promising properties in that section than this one at Wreck Bay.”7

			Others were less enthusiastic. The August 12, 1900, edition of the Daily Colonist reported the “hard-​luck story” of three disappointed wannabe miners. They had caught the Willipa to the west coast, hiked out to the beach, found that all good claims had been staked, hiked back to Ucluelet and caught the steamer back to the city. One of them described the trail from Wreck Bay to Ucluelet as “so bad that I am afraid the police would not allow a verbatim report of what we’ve got to say about it.”

			By August 19, 1900, about forty men were prospecting at Wreck Bay, most of them under the direction of James Sutton and a Mr. Graham. Carl Binns worked his claim independently, describing it as “turning out well.”8
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					Gold miners spent considerable time, effort and money on building the flume at Wreck Bay, but one high tide washed away a major section. Royal BC Museum
				
			Foul weather continued to greatly limit mining time on the beach. Rough landing conditions meant supplies were sometimes taken back to Victoria undelivered, or lost when boats were swamped in the surf.

			Will Sutton, ever the innovator, introduced a retort and furnaces to Wreck Bay so that the gold dust could be melted and made into gold bars.9 There was great excitement in June 1901 when the Queen City arrived in Victoria carrying three twelve-​pound gold bricks, with a total value of $3,200.

			By July 1901, doubts resurfaced about gold mining at Wreck Bay. An ad in the Daily Colonist on July 20, 1901, put it succinctly: “WRECK BAY—We have a small block of shares in the Uclulet Placer Mining Company for sale cheap.”

			In August, a smaller gold brick was delivered to Victoria, and the Daily Colonist of August 30, 1901, reported that the miners had been “working in a bad streak for a space.” By 1902 many had concluded that gold mining at Wreck Bay was just a flash in the pan.

			Some Chinese prospectors stayed on through 1903, when it was reported that fifty-​three ounces, the first gold dust in many months, had been shipped to Victoria by Sing Lee, who leased the mining setup at Wreck Bay and worked it with a few other Chinese prospectors.10

			When Carl Binns staked a claim at Long Beach, twenty others followed him. It was quickly discovered that when miners dug to any depth at Long Beach, sea water filled the spots, whereas at Wreck Bay the miners could sink to bedrock during the summer. Long Beach gold mining quickly fizzled out.

			In 1911, some miners still persevered at Wreck Bay. Johnson Swanson, who had mined in Alaska, told a Nanaimo reporter that “your humble servant has been well rewarded for his months of fortytood [sic] in the vicinity of Ucluelet.”11

			For prospectors, Wreck Bay continued to hold a romantic, albeit diminished allure. As late as 1929, the Daily Colonist reported people heading up by steamer from Victoria in search of Wreck Bay gold. Years later, one miner said that during the 1930s Depression, he panned enough gold in the summers to spend his winters in Japan.12

			Panning for gold remains a passion for many enthusiasts. Those seeking gold must go elsewhere, as Wreck Bay, a.k.a. Florencia Bay, is now inside the protected Pacific Rim National Park.

			Kennedy River Gold

			In the late 1930s, the Department of Mines put in a plank road from the Ucluelet–​Tofino road to the present-​day Kennedy Lake Swim Beach. From there, mining equipment was towed across the lake on a float, landing a short way up Kennedy River (also known as Elk River because of herds of elk in its vicinity). There, another road led to a gold mining site five kilometres upriver. The second road started at a point called Gibson’s Landing, named after W.W. Gibson of San Francisco, who had a cabin and mine close by. The mines were to the east of Kennedy River. Those mines, the Leora and the Rose Marie, had existed since the early 1900s. Leora Mine, a.k.a. Lost Canyon Mine, was most productive, yielding substantial amounts of gold and silver between 1912 and 1915.

			A thirty-​metre open shaft remains on Gibson’s site, as well as semi-​flooded underground workings. There are several other old gold mining properties in the area past Hydro Hill, as well as above Rocky Corner. Open pits and deep shafts make them risky places to wander.

			Iron Ore

			When, in 1900 in Victoria, W.M. Brewster gave his talk about the challenges of mining on Vancouver Island’s western coast, he mentioned extensive deposits of iron ore near Sechart and predicted they could be a huge source of wealth. In the ensuing discussion, Will Sutton, then geologist for the E&N Railway, advocated for “exact and business-​like methods in the conduct of mining enterprises.”13

			With all the mining hype, the Queen City was eager for a permit to carry powder and explosives to coastal miners, raising concerns about passenger safety. The mining community celebrated when the permit was granted. The Willipa also carried mining supplies and was fitted with zinc-​lined storerooms to house the powder.14

			In April 1901, H. Gager inspected mining sites near Ucluelet. He thought a smelter should be established on the coast, favoured a Barkley Sound location, and liked the sites near Ucluelet. Then Gager fell ill and cancelled his tour. The decision to choose a location was handed over to an expert from England, who considered Ladysmith a better site.15

			Brynnor Mine
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					As a teenager, I climbed up this Brynnor Mine ore concentrator. I could never do that now—V is for “vertigo”! Alberni Valley Museum
				
			The potential for iron ore prospecting at Toquart Bay was documented as early as 1900.16 Iron ore deposits there were reported by a provincial government engineer in 1902, then further investigated in 1908 by the federal Department of Mines.17 Old-​timers dug some pits in the area but didn’t reach the ore.

			Then, in 1960, prospector Ed Chase from Surrey, BC, researched and recognized an opportunity for industry, as magnetite ore was in demand in Japan. After doing surveys, he and his backers sold the property to Noranda Exploration Company for over $1 million.18

			Noranda Mines developed the Brynnor Mine, a small open-​pit iron mine fifteen kilometres northeast of Ucluelet, on Draw Creek near Toquart Bay. The mine began operating in April 1962, bringing an influx of newcomers to Ucluelet. Brynnor Mine employed up to two hundred workers, some of whom lived on-site in a bunkhouse or trailers, and ate at the nearby cookhouse. Many others lived with their families in Ucluelet, some in houses barged in and set up on Pine Street, and on Peninsula Road across from the elementary school. Thirty-​one new homes appeared in Ucluelet. School class sizes increased with new students, including the teenage children of mine manager Ted Wearing. (Their names all began with J, so it took some of us a little longer to identify them correctly.) A popular high school teacher, Norma Burns, was married to one of the mine staff.

			Brynnor Mine yielded high-​grade iron ore. In its most productive year, it produced 750,000 tons of concentrate for a million tons of ore. In all, it produced 4,480,940 tons of ore. The mine operated full-​tilt until a labour dispute resulted in a strike in July 1966. It reopened in March 1968, then closed permanently after a year of working on a much-​reduced scale. The inflated cost of mining the magnetite, coupled with decreased demand from Japan, meant an end to the operation of the Brynnor Mine. Most of the employees and their families left the Ucluelet area.

			In 2004, Vancouver-​based Logan Resources acquired the rights to the Brynnor Mine site. In 2008, as the value of iron ore shot up, they commenced drilling test holes. The company then held discussions with Toquaht Chief Bert Mack.19 Chief Mack filled them in on the Brynnor Mine history and informed them that some of the land they wished to do geochemical survey on fell within Tla-o-qui-​aht Traditional Territory, so they would need to meet with them regarding their proposal.
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					After Carl Binns gave up on Wreck Bay gold, he worked claims north of Tofino, often joined by his daughters. Here, Emmie May and Phyllis are aboard the Reliable, heading up the coast to go mining at Zeballos. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			The land was transferred to the Toquaht First Nation in 2011. Soon, details of the harmful mining after-​effects emerged—testing showed high levels of arsenic, selenium and cobalt in the tailings deposited when the ore was milled before shipping. Because of this pollution, Toquaht marina and campground were shut down by the BC government. The area has since been cleaned up and the businesses are open and thriving.

			All of Vancouver Island’s west coast is highly mineralized. As many high-​grade ore deposits across the world are mined out, low-​grade deposits of gold and copper are in demand. Both minerals have been found in Clayoquot Sound, and a Canadian mining corporation has acquired mining rights and exploratory drilling permits. Citizens of the Tla-o-qui-​aht, Hesquiaht and Ahousaht nations, and the environmental group Friends of Clayoquot Sound, keep a close eye on developments.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 17 The Bounty of the Sea

			The Indigenous Peoples of the West Coast have always had a strong connection to the sea and faith in their inherent rights to fish. The nuučaan̓uł traditionally harvested salmon, cod, halibut and herring. They caught salmon, their staple, with spears, nets and weirs. Every bit of the salmon was used—they cooked the heads, fins and tails, and smoked or dried the rest of the fish, as well as the roe.

			They placed cedar or hemlock branches in water where herring was known to spawn, then lifted out the branches to harvest and dry the roe. These methods are still used today. Small wooden rakes edged with sharp nails were used to catch herring. It was not a popular food fish for the nuučaan̓uł. They mainly preserved it to trade with other nations.

			The colonial traders arriving on the coast soon recognized the abundance of fish and the opportunity for commercial ventures in Barkley Sound. Captain Peter Francis set up salmon salteries at his trading posts, creating a product destined for trade in Honolulu.

			In 1886, Mr. Youdell, acting inspector of fisheries, researched fishing banks off the west coast, describing the waters of Barkley and Clayoquot Sounds as “a fisherman’s paradise. There is good shelter for craft, an abundance of timber suitable for boats…in fact, every favorable facility for fishing purposes.”1

			By the 1890s, the Daily Colonist was reporting thousands of cases of salmon arriving in Victoria from the Clayoquot cannery, stating: “The supply of fish greatly exceeds the capacity of the cannery.”2 The cannery, situated where Kennedy River runs into Tofino Inlet, existed from the late 1880s to 1931.

			There was also no shortage of dogfish. These small sharks were a source of oil, an important product the nuučaan̓uł traded. Dogfish oil was used for lamp fuel and industrial lubricants, by sawmills, coal mines and ships. It was said to create superlative lighting—two lighthouses on the coast used it exclusively for their lights.3 Dogfish was processed for fertilizer, and never became popular as an edible fish in North America. Fishermen consider them a nuisance fish, notorious for ripping catches right off the lines.

			August Lyche found a market for dogfish in East Asia, and in 1904 held the dogfish licence for all of Barkley Sound. That licence cost August fifty dollars; he processed over a million dogfish. August had a salting shed in Ucluelet and a plant at Toquart, as well as a building at Hayes Mine and a leased cannery at Kildonan. Five boats supplied most of the fish to his plants during a three-​month season. These boats were powered by a crew of eight, each man on one oar, plus a seine boss who steered the boat and took charge of the net.4 August bought his salt from Mexico at six dollars a ton. The salted fish was packed in boxes built at Sutton’s Mill, then taken to Seattle to be shipped on sailing vessels to China.

			In 1895, Captain Hamilton R. Foote of the steamer Mischief arrived in Victoria to report that while out on the west coast he was informed of “the first visit of the genuine mackerel to the coast of Vancouver Island that has yet been heard of.”5 Subsequent newspaper issues frequently mentioned herring, and it is possible that Foot had heard of herring rather than mackerel.

			Around 1910, a small saltery was established in Ucluelet to provide herring for the Japanese market. The fish were caught with seine nets inside Ucluelet and Toquart bays, mainly by four men from Scotland—brothers Dan, Billie and Johnny Bain, and Jim Barnes—with two boats, the Ucluelet No. 1 and the Tofino.6 The Daily Colonist of March 15, 1911, reported the arrival of the SS Tees with 170 tonnes of salted herring from Ucluelet, destined for Asia.

			Sea Lions: Fisherman’s Foe?

			As fishing thrived on the west coast of Vancouver Island, fishermen decried the impact sea lions had on the industry. Some frustrated fishermen took action, as reported in the Alberni Pioneer News in 1912. Thomas Horne and W.E. Miller of the Ucluelet fishing post, along with H.J. Hillier of Ucluelet and several others, were in the middle of Barkley Sound on their way to Port Alberni when they encountered a herd of sea lions. “There must have been a thousand of them,” one of the party later said.7 The men turned their rifles and two hundred rounds of ammunition on the herd. “They were all such big fellows, and such easy marks, that I don’t think one of us missed a shot.”8

			Herbert Hillier’s four sons were also known on occasion to use their rifles for dispatching sea lions; when they got caught up in going after sea lions, someone would invariably call, “Hey, who’s steering this boat?”9 On their way back to port, they took sea lion carcasses to some First Nations Elders who used them for food. Edwin Lee, secretary of the Ucluelet branch of the Vancouver Island Development League, visited Victoria in March 1913 and urged the government to take steps to “remove the plague of sea lions which are proving a serious detriment to the fishing industry and causing much damage to the nets.”10 Lee suggested their skin and blubber could have a commercial value that would tie in with any wholesale destruction. The attorney general’s department assured Lee it would do a thorough inquiry. However, the Daily Colonist article expressed concern that doing away with the sea lions could upset a necessary balance. The article also foresaw limited commercial value for the hides, although a glovemaker claimed he could make stout workman’s gloves from them.

			Many West Coast fishermen continue to complain about the negative effect of sea lions on available catch. Mike Smith said they aren’t too bad if there are a few boats and lots of fish, but if you’re on your own and there are sea lions around, they will get your fish, so you might as well leave. Mike added, “They know a fish is on before you do.”

			The Wallace Brothers

			In 1913, two Scottish brothers named Peter and John Wallace opened a fish buying post in Ucluelet. Fishing in the area was thriving. Herring were so prolific that in 1915 some fishermen in Barkley Sound complained that spring salmon “could not be tempted with artificial bait.”11 However, Bert Hillier reported success with catching spring salmon: “I sold the first salmon in 1915. My brothers and I caught Spring salmon at the mouth of the harbour and sold them for 50 cents a piece and of course $10.00 was a fortune to us in those days! We didn’t know what to do with the money.”12

			In 1915, the Daily Colonist showed Bert’s father also had a knack for catching salmon: “Mr. H.J. Hillier, telegraph operator at Ucluelet, and Mr. C.C. Binns, member of Ucluelet lifeboat crew, have earned a great reputation as fishermen among natives of the west coast of Vancouver Island by reason of the skill displayed in landing a 60 lb. salmon from a small boat in a choppy sea…Although a larger fish is reported to have been caught at Ucluelet, the one handled by Hillier and Binns is declared the liveliest that was ever induced to grasp at the business end of a spoon bait.”13

			Wallace Fisheries maintained a strong presence, causing conflict when some individuals were told they couldn’t establish small canneries. The disgruntled entrepreneurs cried foul, complaining the Fisheries Department favoured the Wallaces. In 1916, Ucluelet fisherman Christian Olsen refused to co-operate with Wallace Fisheries and was denied a dogfish licence. In 1918, when he finally got a gillnet licence, Fishery Inspector Woods stipulated Olsen could not use the licence in Ucluelet Harbour.14

			Complaints from independent fishermen and buyers regarding favouritism shown the Wallaces led to an inquiry in February 1919, but government policies and the fisheries officers’ conduct were upheld.

			By the 1920s fishing was a million-​dollar industry in BC, composing about one-​third of Canada’s total fisheries. Approximately twenty thousand people then worked in BC’s fishing industry.

			Port Albion

			A variety of seafood and fish was processed at Port Albion. Around 1920, there was a clam factory, which, Bert Hillier said, “lasted only a year or two then it went hay wire.”15

			The Bamfield Packing Company, a subsidiary of the Nootka Packing Company, built the Port Albion Cannery in 1927. It was jointly owned by the Nootka-​Bamfield Packing Company and Canadian Fish Company before BC Packers purchased it in 1937.16 In its heyday, the Port Albion reduction camp handled nine thousand tonnes of herring and pilchards, and the cannery processed up to 450,000 kilos of salmon per season.

			A 1936 Victoria newspaper raved: “An increase in the production of all fisher products is reported all along the coast. Fresh fish, canned salmon, oil, fish meal, fertilizer, herring and pilchard products, and salt fish plants all had a very active season, with fish reported plentiful and a better market offering for all products.”17
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					Port Albion was a thriving community that provided many jobs at the fish plant and related businesses. Alberni Valley Museum
				
			The Port Albion camp employed up to a hundred workers. There were separate cookhouses for men and women, bunkhouses, a blacksmith shop, a boat ways, a store and family homes. “Cannery girls” came to Port Albion to work, many of them living in the bunkhouse. Marion Hardy (née Ellison) arrived aboard the Uchuck II at the age of fifteen and worked in the cannery for five months. She made good money, sending her mom a sizable chunk of her monthly paycheque. “It was interesting and fun here…between whistles when you had to go to work, she said.”18 In their spare time, the cannery girls rowed around the harbour, walked the boardwalk to Spring Cove, attended parties at the seaplane base, swam off the Whiskey Dock and saw plenty of cougars. The cannery also brought Vonda Ball of Saskatchewan to Port Albion. When Bud Tugwell heard her laugh, he knew she was the one for him—Vonda married Bud and became a lifelong Ucluelet local.

			Albert Jacobs had a thriving garden and delivered vegetables to the cookhouses twice weekly in his wheelbarrow. His property was on a flat plot of land at what came to be called Jacob’s Lake (Ittatsoo Lake). The lake provided sanctuary for trumpeter swans. Albert documented numbers of the endangered birds, sharing statistics with the protection society. Albert and his wife came to Canada from the Isle of Wight aboard the Carpathia. He recalled their ship diverting to pick up survivors of the sinking of the Titanic.

			Lloyd Bridal moved from Calgary to Port Albion with his parents and five siblings in 1944. His father had found a job at the fish plant, and bought a two-​bedroom house on seven acres in the woods. Lloyd and his brother soon had a small room with bunk beds in the enclosed back porch. Fish-​meal fertilizer was stored in the attached woodshed, and the boys once awoke to a bear scratching at the door.

			The family raised goats, including a “big white dirty old billy goat” named Sylvanus and a little milk goat named Lindy-​lou. Lloyd said they were the “best playmates we could have had…If you butted them, they would butt right back.”19

			Lloyd’s father worked at processing herring and pilchard oil, which went through a series of vats and came out “clear like codliver oil.” Once the oil was rendered, the remains went through a large revolving dryer and were turned into fertilizer that was packed into sacks. One night shift, young Lloyd went to help. “I couldn’t stay awake all night, so the boys let me have a nap on some warm sacks of fish meal.”20

			The rendering process made a slick, smelly mess on the water and along the beach, all the way to Hitacu. With his characteristic dry humour, Bob Mundy later said with a smile, “I remember that fondly.”21 Both Bob and his wife Vi worked for a time at the plant.

			After canning ended in 1948, the Port Albion plant continued for another decade and was the last herring reduction plant on Vancouver Island.

			When the Bridals lived in Port Albion, the Baldwins ran the store. It was later managed by Guy Taron, after he, wife Winnie and six children moved to Port Albion from Penticton in 1959. His store was known by some as the “Gambling Hall/General Store.” On the second floor, there was a pool table, dartboards and televisions. Poker games often went late into the night. Down below was the post office and store, where Guy sold all manner of things. He was a skilled butcher, supplying meat to locals and visiting fishermen. He also had a wide variety of snacks and treats. Vi Mundy recalled that Guy was always kind to the kids, taking time to chat with them and not charging them for candy.

			Wojtek Malach managed the Bornstein Seafoods plant in Port Albion for twenty-​four years, which frequently handled twenty-​two million kilos of shrimp per year. When Wojtek came home and his wife commented that he smelled fishy, he told her, “It’s the smell of money!” Since Bornstein sold in 2014, Wojtek has managed the new business, Tinlet Fishing. The unloaded fish is graded, shipped to Canadian processors, and sold worldwide. At age seventy-​six, after fifty-​six years in the fishing industry, Wojtek says, “I wasn’t raised to sit and do nothing.”

			Pilchards

			As illustrated in the January 3, 1937, edition of the Capital Times newspaper, pilchards were referred to in the US as “California sardines.”

			By the late 1920s, the pilchard fishery was massive on Vancouver Island’s west coast, with thousands of tonnes caught. Twenty-​six pilchard reduction plants were built on the west coast between 1925 and 1945. Seasons lasted four to five months, with the plants together employing about five hundred men on boat crews and the same number of shore workers.22 Six of those plants were in the Ucluelet area. The plants opened and closed in sync with the comings and goings of these fickle fish. The pilchard season peaked in 1936–37, then numbers dropped. According to my uncle Art Baird, in 1947 the pilchards mysteriously disappeared.
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					A Japanese Canadian fisherman with a good catch of pilchards. UAHS Archives, Mary Kimoto collection
				
			Some people believed the pilchards had been fished out. Others thought their migration patterns had changed. The pilchard spawning grounds are in California, and from there only the larger fish make it up to the BC coast—it was suggested they were going elsewhere.

			Numbers gradually dropped in California as well, and in 1967 the state declared a moratorium on fishing pilchards. Twenty years later, pilchards came back up off the California coast, and the recovery was credited to the moratorium. However, historical data on water current temperatures and catch records pointed to climate changes—the shift between warm and cold currents affected plankton population, which in turn affected pilchard population.23

			When the pilchards returned to the BC coast in the 1990s, the Department of Fisheries and Oceans (DFO) issued some temporary licences to fish them. At this time, “sardine” became the moniker of choice for the oily little fish (Latin name: Sardinops sagax). The reduction plants and canneries were long since gone, as was the market for oil and meal.

			Japan provided the market for the revived pilchard/sardine fishery. The buyers coveted perfect fish, and the large (two-​hundred-​gram) sardines of the BC coast fit the bill. They were frozen at sea and sent to Japan, not only as prized menu items but as tuna bait.

			In the life of the ocean, everything is connected. Many people attribute the return of humpback whales along our coastline to the return of the pilchards. From 2010 to 2012, there were frequent humpback sightings, from near shore out to an area of deep, ocean-​floor canyons. Dan Edwards recalls being surrounded by over a hundred humpback whales while fishing ninety kilometres off Ucluelet, at Barkley Canyon. In 2013, when the pilchards disappeared again, sightings of humpbacks dropped dramatically. There has again been an upsurge, but humpbacks are still a species of concern.

			Herring

			Pacific herring average about twenty-​three centimetres in length, are a pretty bluish-​green and silver, and travel in large schools. My aunt Mary Baird recalled that when she was a child, “the bay was so full of herring that when the tide went out at the head of the inlet, there’d be herring all along the beach, and we’d just go and rake them in, and make kippers.” She added: “They took so many out of the bay that it just finished it.”24

			Pacific herring cover a range from Baja California to the Bering Sea. According to the DFO, when the Pacific sardine fishery collapsed, the Pacific herring fishery became, for a time, the major pelagic fishery in BC.25

			Herring was in demand in parts of Asia for many years, but when the market for dry salt herring failed, it was a concern for the fishery. Then, in 1935, permission was given in BC to reduce large quantities of herring, boosting the industry and employing hundreds of workers at reduction plants. The Times Colonist of January 2, 1936, described reduction as allowing “this much-​maligned industry to get on a stabilized basis.”

			Reduction plants were controversial. In March 1936, BC resumed its pre-​Depression studies to “determine whether herring should be used for non-​food fish purposes or not.”26 The BC Trollers Association, at a three-​day conference in 1936, advocated fish conservation and opposed reduction of pilchards and herring.

			Herring, like pilchards, became elusive. They were deemed largely fished-​out by the 1960s, and many BC fishermen went to fish herring seasonally on Canada’s east coast. Then, in the early 1970s, herring once more became a big fishery on the West Coast, this time as a roe herring fishery split between a big-​boat seine fishery and small-​boat gillnet fishery. There were so many boats catching so many herring for so much money, it was likened to a gold rush. The herring were mainly fished by large purse seiners, boats upwards of thirty metres in length and able to carry 130 to 180 tonnes of herring.27

			During herring season, Ucluelet reeked of fish—a.k.a. “the perfume of prosperity.” Fishermen with wallets bulging with cash bought round after round at the Lodge. Herring fishermen loaded up their shopping carts at the Co-op for their next trip out, stripping store shelves bare. There were so many herring boats side by side in the harbour that it was jokingly said you could walk deck to deck, from Ucluelet across the bay to Port Albion.

			Local fishermen followed the openings. Mike Smith and Dan and Paul Edwards headed up to the Charlottes (Haida Gwaii) one year to fish herring, got caught in a foul storm and made a run for Port Hardy. It took seven hours to go thirty kilometres—Dan described it to me as “kind of brutal.” Upon reaching the Charlottes, they spent a month anchored in an inlet, afraid to leave and miss the herring fishery opening. They ran out of food, so they jigged for rockfish and ate scallops.

			The herring boom continued into the 1980s as a lucrative herring roe industry. In March 1987, 14,500 tonnes of herring were taken by ninety-​five seiners at Barkley Sound during the three-​hour opening. Local processors Ucluelet Seafood Processors and Transpacific Fish froze the herring, with plans to commence picking roe within the next few weeks. The largest catch, estimated at close to eight hundred tonnes, was taken by the Vancouver boat Snow Cloud. A Vancouver Sun report predicted a potential wholesale selling price of $7 million in Japan. It’s no wonder the Snow Cloud’s owner greeted the seiner’s six-​man crew at the dock with a half-​dozen bottles of champagne.28

			Herring openings were intense. Dan Edwards said the many days of waiting for the DFO to declare an opening “could be really hard on the liver,” and garbage cans sometimes brimmed with empty vodka bottles. The frequently wild weather added to the stress. With the DFO’s go-ahead, boats rushed into the designated area, competing to harvest as much as they could in periods often as short as half an hour to two hours. The DFO closed the area as soon as the total allowable catch was achieved.

			When the system changed to individual quota allotments, the pressure to compete was off. Quotas per boat were based on a year’s total allowable catch. Some fishermen preferred the quota system, as the “Olympic style” fishing meant they pushed themselves too hard, sometimes in dangerous weather.

			The commercial roe herring fishery on the west coast of Vancouver Island closed in 2006 because of conservation concerns, but it continued in other areas of the coast. Nuu-​chah-​nulth nations appealed the opening of a herring fishery in 2014 and an injunction was enforced. Their concerns aligned with the DFO, which supported the continued closure.

			Roe on kelp is an alternative fishery, following the Nuu-​chah-​nulth tradition of harvesting roe from flat kelp or branches submerged in areas where herring are known to spawn. This is a sustainable and unique fishery, as the herring swim free. The majority of roe-on-kelp licences are issued to First Nations harvesters.

			Hake

			Hake, also called Pacific whiting, are slim fish with large eyes. A semi-​pelagic fish, they roam from ocean floor to mid-​water, where they are caught by mid-​water trawl. The flesh of the hake is white, and the flavour is mild, somewhat like cod.

			For a time, Ucluelet had a bustling industry of producing surimi from hake. (Some people consume surimi as imitation crab.) Then, in 2003, mad-​cow disease ended this production, as dried beef plasma, a key surimi ingredient, was no longer available. Hundreds of workers commuting from Port Alberni to Ucluelet lost their jobs. Julie Edwards, then general manager of Wholey’s, one of Ucluelet’s hake plants, focused on processing and selling the hake as fillets, which brought new life to the hake processing plant.

			In 2017, seventy-​seven thousand tonnes of hake (nearly six times the province’s wild salmon catch) were harvested off the BC coast.29 Hake is popular in many countries, but not here in BC, where it is abundant.

			Fish plant workers are an integral part of Ucluelet’s fishing port history. Lorry Foster worked at TRAPPA (Transpacific Fish) for twenty-​five years, for “good union wages,” with a well-​liked manager, Carl Scott. The shifts were long, requiring stamina and focus, as up to twenty filleters, along with weighers and packers, concentrated on the task at hand. Lorry said that over the years they processed “everything,” including groundfish, salmon and herring roe, but by the time she retired it was all about hake.

			The women (and two men) on the line developed a strong camaraderie, and Lorry described her job as lots of fun. They had “crazy hat days”—Mary Kimoto once arrived at work sporting an octopus chapeau. One Easter, Lorry worked the line dressed as a duck. The women also enjoyed excursions together, including one to a filleting competition in Bellingham, Washington. The fish plants were a huge presence around the harbour. In 2001, there were seven hundred employees working in three plants.

			Jan Smith was inspired by her work at Central Native Fishing Co-op to write a song called “Gut Sorting Blues.” The piecework shifts were long and cold. After fourteen-​hour workdays, she slept in “Studio One,” a parking-​lot trailer where the propane heater never dried out the damp, smelly work clothes. Jan eventually met her husband-to-be Mike Smith, went deckhanding and embraced being on the water, but she cherishes memories of the amazing women she worked with at the fish plant.

			Halibut

			In 1910, settlers William Thompson and Carl Binns had a halibut fishing business based in Ucluelet. Halibut fishing is still going strong today. The Pacific Coast halibut fishery is considered a successful model of fisheries management and international co-operation. The International Pacific Halibut Commission has managed this fishery since it was established by a convention between Canada and the US in 1923. Its objectives are to develop the stocks of Pacific halibut in the convention waters to levels for optimum fishery yield, and to maintain those levels.30

			Dogfish

			Like other fisheries on the west coast of Vancouver Island, the dogfish fishery waxed and waned. It flourished again in BC around 1996, with the fish caught mainly on the west coast and landed in Ucluelet. From here, they were sent to England for fish and chips; the belly flaps went to Germany to be smoked, and the fins to Asia for the shark fin soup market. What remained was processed for fertilizer in a plant in Delta. The dogfish fishery collapsed in 2011 because of rising fishing costs and low fish prices. There is a concern that World War II use of the liver for vitamin A may have decimated BC dogfish stocks. (Vitamin A was purported to improve combat troops’ night vision.) The DFO is currently assessing stock status and recovery rates.31

			The Fishing Fleet

			Fishing is not only a source of income. For many, it has been a way of life, combining ingenuity and resilience with long hours at sea. A 1967 Times Colonist article described the troller fisherman as “tough and fiercely competitive. For tinkering and experimenting he has no equal among fishermen. He relies on sophisticated electronics, blind hunches and a bewildering array of spoons, flasher, wobbler and plugs to fool the fish.”32

			Japanese Canadian fishermen started coming here in 1916, drawn by large numbers of salmon.

			A 1919 fishing inquiry raised concerns about the influx of Japanese Canadian fishermen to the island’s west coast. That year, 3,267 licences (almost half of those issued) went to Japanese Canadian fishermen. The Department of Fisheries responded to complaints by reducing the number of trolling licences to Japanese Canadians each year.
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					George Fraser took this photograph of the Japanese Canadian fishing fleet at Spring Cove, circa 1916. UAHS Archives
				
			Most of the Japanese Canadian fishermen originally fished here seasonally. Then, in 1923, when the Department of Fisheries insisted that only residents could fish the waters of the west coast of Vancouver Island, fifty-​two Japanese Canadian fishermen and their families moved to Ucluelet.

			In 1926, forty-​five white residents of Ucluelet submitted a petition requesting there be “no further reduction in issue of salmon trolling licenses to the Japanese settlers and residents of Ucluelet, BC.” Paul Kariya points to an element of economic self-​interest in the petition, as the Japanese Canadian fishermen contributed to economic growth.33

			As their number of trolling licences continued to be cut back, the Japanese Fishermen’s Association went to court in 1928 to state its case. The Supreme Court of Canada upheld their rights as naturalized Canadian citizens to receive commercial fishing licences. During that time, many of the white fishermen recognized the skill and expertise of the Japanese Canadian fishermen, and some formed partnerships.

			Paul Kariya, in an article in Nikkei Images, illustrates the Japanese Canadian excellence as trollers. Paul’s uncle, Shigeru Nitsui, was high boat for Ucluelet (meaning he had the largest catch) for nine years in the 1930s, winning a Japanese consulate–sponsored trophy “as big as the Stanley Cup” for his skill.34

			The Japanese Canadians continued to be an important part of the fisheries on Vancouver Island’s west coast until World War II. Some would later take up their original livelihood on the west coast, but, after internment, many never moved back. Around twenty fishermen and their families returned, becoming important members of the Ucluelet community.

			Many names consistently show up in early records of Ucluelet commercial fishermen. As the years went by, the fleet increased. I cannot possibly list them all or tell each and every unique story—that would require another book. I will have to settle for telling stories about a few families, starting with (author’s privilege!) my own.

			The Bairds

			The Bairds settled in Port Renfrew in the late 1800s, and my father and his six siblings were raised there. Dad and his brothers all worked at fishing and logging. Their only sister married a logger, and when he died in a logging accident, she married another logger.

			At various times, Dad and three of his brothers, Art, Gordon and Harold, fished out of Ucluelet.

			Although Dad, Uncle Gordon and Uncle Harold all had long careers as loggers, Uncle Art fished for most of his life. When he moved to Ucluelet in 1926, his first troller, the Anna, was named after his sister. Uncle Art found the boat with a hole in its hull on a beach near Port Renfrew. “We put a makeshift patch on her to get her floating. My brother helped me take it off the beach and we did a proper job on her at the logging camp.”35

			Uncle Art and his wife Mary lived next to the harbour, and over the years moored four different trollers there. When he retired, his last one, the Ocean Isle, stayed in the family. Art and Mary then had time for trips in their ten-​metre pleasure craft, the Simpson. But being a Baird, Uncle Art was unaccustomed to leisure time. He took on a career in adjusting marine compasses and teaching navigation courses through North Island College.
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						After my parents were married in 1944, my dad had Wingens shipyard in Tofino build him a new troller, the Casey B (named for my parents’ initials, KCB). Dad built a float house on a war-​surplus scow and towed it to Ucluelet during fishing season for my parents and brothers to live aboard. Author’s photos
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			Art’s sons both commercial fished. Alan started fishing in his early teens, soon buying the Hi-Yu. When Uncle Art retired, Alan bought the Ocean Isle and carried on fishing. Like Alan, Brian deckhanded early on. At age eighteen, after graduating from Ucluelet Secondary School, he bought the Brant from Russel Clark. The boat had a family connection, as our uncle Gordon had built the Brant’s wheelhouse. Brian’s next troller was the Silver Mist. At the age of thirty-​six, Brian left commercial fishing to go into building houses, so he could have more at-home time with his young kids. After years of carpentry, he still loves to get out fishing.

			The Edwards Family

			Ernest Edwards started fishing in a dory off the Newfoundland coast. In his teens, he deckhanded aboard a schooner between Harbour le Cou and New York, delivering cod and returning with coal. Not taking to the schooner life, he moved to Victoria in 1919 with his brother Jonas, where they jointly owned a halibut boat. Ernie’s original plan was to become a captain on a CPR vessel, but he was unable to move past the position of first mate, owing to failing eyesight.

			Next, Ernie commissioned the building of an eleven-​metre troller, the Glencoe II. He married Janet “Jen” Homans, and in 1927, “to the horror of Janet’s friends and family,” moved to Ucluelet. Jonas and wife Pearl were already here, and the brothers built houses next door to each other, on Peninsula Road, at the top of Main Street.

			Ernie had a larger (twelve-​metre) longliner/troller/seiner/tuna boat, the Glen E, built in 1949. It was named after their only son, Glen, who by age thirteen was deckhanding with his dad.

			Glen went on to fish his trollers the Effie G. and the Wanderer II, and next the thirteen-​metre Ocean Foam. He and his wife, Joey, had eight children, most of whom went on to work in the fishing industry. Some of his grandchildren followed in their footsteps.
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					Shown here are (left to right) Gordon Edwards, unknown, Glen Edwards, his father Ernie Edwards and Tod Taylor. The broad smiles testify to a substantial halibut catch. Edwards Family
				
			Another member of the family fishing dynasty, Ernie and Jonas’s nephew Gordon, arrived from Harbour le Cou in 1938. One of a group of fishermen who founded the Ucluelet Fishing Company, Gordon was a “highliner.”36

			Elling Reite

			Elling’s father, Peter, came to Ucluelet in 1911 aboard a survey ship, and was given the task of building a trail to the top of Mount Ozzard. From there, he looked down on a pretty little lake. Forty years later, he would retire there on a homestead on Jacob’s Lake with his wife, Anna. But in the intervening years, Peter would return to Norway and raise a family, often returning to BC for extended periods of employment.

			Peter’s son Elling was back home in Norway, commercial fishing and helping run the family farm. After World War II, he repaired lighthouses damaged by bombing. But Elling was ready for a change and convinced his wife, Jorunn (June), to emigrate to Ucluelet, a place his father described in glowing terms. Elling and June raised their six children here.

			After many years, Peter was finally able to bring his wife, Anna, from Norway to Ucluelet. When they arrived aboard the Uchuck, Elling, Jorunn and friends and neighbours were on the dock to welcome her. Anna loved their homestead. She had brought her old guitar; sitting in the living room, she spontaneously composed and sang a song about their new home on the lake.

			Anna had a prized pearl necklace, given to her by her brother Jakob before he passed away at an early age. She wore it to her first gathering in her new town. Everyone was dressed in their finery for the annual Christmas party in the community hall. Santa had distributed gifts to all the children, tables had been moved and couples were dancing to a lively Scottish tune. Suddenly, there was a loud shriek, as pearls from Anna’s broken necklace skittered across the floor.
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					Elling Reite, local fisherman and businessman, was slim and not very tall, but, as Ellen Kimoto described him, he was “large in stature.” UAHS Archives
				
			The music stopped. Everyone was down on the floor, picking up Anna’s pearls. Elling described his mother: “A teardrop was rolling down her cheek…not a tear of despair but one of surprise and joy for the care that all the people so lovingly demonstrated seeking her lost pearls.”37 All of her pearls were handed to her in a glass bowl. Elling and Jorunn remembered that event as a symbol of how welcome they felt in their new west coast home.

			Albert Larsen

			Albert Larsen grew up in the small cannery community of Kildonan. He started fishing at the age of thirteen with a gillnet in a skiff. His boats kept getting a bit bigger.

			Albert served in the army during World War II, including a stint protecting the Aleutian Islands. After the war, he returned to Kildonan and bought his troller the Lone Ranger. He met Dorothy McIntosh when she was visiting there, and the young couple soon married. Dorothy learned to mend nets while living in Kildonan, and found being married to a fisherman “a bit of a shock.” Growing up, she’d been used to her father coming home at the end of each workday, but Albert was away fishing for days at a time.

			The newlyweds soon moved to Ucluelet, where Albert continued to fish, and they built their home on Helen Road in the off-​season. They raised five children, most of whom deckhanded with Albert at different times. Their eldest son, Darryl, became a commercial fisherman and perished at sea in a tragic accident.

			When the youngest kids grew up and left home, Dorothy took over deckhanding with Albert, usually on ten-​day trips packing ice. She enjoyed being out on the water, and in nineteen years of fishing never got seasick. Albert got seasick every spring, at the start of fishing season, but soon adjusted. At the age of seventy-​eight, Albert was still commercial fishing with his troller the Argo.

			The Three Amigos

			Long-​time friends Doug Kimoto, Dan Edwards and Mike Smith often fished together. Known as the Three Amigos, they also belonged to a local trolling group called the Queen’s Cowboys, whose members shared fishing hot spots and information on a private radio channel. Doug, Dan and Mike were dedicated fishermen and strong advocates for local fisheries.

			When Douglas Shigeru Kimoto passed away in 2021, he had dedicated close to sixty years to commercial fishing. He, like his older brother Gordie, had followed in their father Tommy Kimoto’s footsteps. Doug said he was in love with fishing “ever since I could stand on an apple box in the stern.”38 Doug worked long and hard in advocating for the survival of his beloved west coast fishery, sharing concerns about the management of the salmon resource. In 2020, he told reporter Nora O’Malley: “Years ago you could make a decent living, but now it’s down to what you’d call not even a minimum wage.”39 Doug left a legacy of ethical commercial fishing and devotion to salmon stewardship.

			Mike Smith grew up in a logging family; he would have tried logging, but he was eager to work and didn’t want to wait until the requisite age of eighteen to get hired in the woods. Mike started working in the fish camps, seven days a week for low wages, with shifts that sometimes went thirty hours straight. He and friend Dick Nitsui asked for a raise. When told no, they both found deckhanding jobs. Mike soon had his own troller, took to the independent lifestyle, and never looked back. He said, “I like catching fish. It’s fun.” There were times, though, when he was out in big seas and realized he was close to death. Despite dealing with dangerous conditions, as well as the constant stress of shortened openings and shrinking quotas, Mike, at age seventy-​eight, continues to fish. It is, for him, a way of life. He is the last remaining commercial salmon fisherman living in Ucluelet; seeing him enter the harbour in his stately troller, the Blue Eagle, is always a sight for sore eyes.

			Dan Edwards, member of a local fishing dynasty, started fishing with his father, Glen, at the age of seven. Although Dan spent four years working at surveying in logging, and three years at a fish camp, he had a forty-​year career trolling for salmon. In later years, when trolling largely shut down, he switched to longlining, fishing for halibut, sable fish, dogfish and other species for the last twenty years before retiring. Dan’s son Ryan continues a fishing career in longlining and Dungeness crab fishing out of Prince Rupert.

			Dan has been a strong advocate for the rights of west coast commercial fishermen through his work with many groups, including the Pacific Trollers Association, UFAWU (United Fishermen and Allied Workers’ Union) and the Canadian Council of Professional Fish Harvesters, of which he was vice-​president. In October 2018, he was formally recognized by Nuu-​chah-​nulth leaders for “his dedication to…a more collaborative approach to stewarding fisheries.”40

			Stormy Seas

			Fishermen are a brave and hardy lot who love the solitude, the freedom and the wide horizons out at sea. The inherent dangers mean they do not always survive, and when they do, it is often by near misses.

			George Saggers had a close call in 1931. There was a big sea running, but he was confident that once he got “around the outside” and into Alberni Canal, it would be smooth sailing. George didn’t get that far. Soon after leaving Ucluelet Harbour, he felt his boat, the Luceland, slow down, and he headed below to find the engine room a mass of flames. Unable to extinguish the fire, George abandoned ship in a skiff, managing to reach shore through “big swells and in the sweep of the strong gale.”41 Ucluelet residents saw the smoke and found George sheltering on shore, but the Luceland was a total loss.

			George had his turn at rescuing others. On one occasion, Bob Kimoto’s troller, the Elina K (named after daughters Ellen and Nina), started taking on water near Pachena. Bob was a strong swimmer. He pulled the hatch cover off and used it as extra flotation to reach Pachena Beach. There, he spent three days, subsisting on seaweed and shellfish. His daughter Ellen said her dad stripped down to his yellow underwear, thinking it would make him more visible to potential rescuers. George Saggers was going by in his troller, caught sight of the brightly attired Bob waving from the beach, and rescued him. Every Christmas from then on, Bob gave George a bottle of rum. George didn’t drink, but the rum was always enjoyed by Christmas-​time guests.

			A week or so after Bob made it home, a local towboat operator contacted him and said, “How about I help try to raise your boat?” They succeeded; Bob’s troller was rebuilt, and by next season he was back out fishing aboard the Elina K.

			Commercial fishers often travelled together, looking out for each other. Axel Tomren was glad of the company one January day in 1964. A violent storm whipped up on Barkley Sound, and Axel’s eleven-​metre troller, the Karen A, turned turtle in twelve-​metre waves and sank like a rock. Axel later said he experienced “the wildest swim of his life,” adding: “I just knew I wasn’t going to give up without a fight.”42 Luckily, he was travelling with his friend Glen Edwards, who turned back in 128-kilometre-​per-​hour winds and came alongside Axel. Just then, a wave lifted Axel up and he “half swam on board. It was like it had been rehearsed.”43 Glen pulled him to safety aboard the Wanderer II and they carried on for shelter.

			The Karen A was not retrievable, and Axel, who had started commercial fishing at the age of fifteen, was soon out buying his next troller. “I might take a week off,” he said, “but fishing is my living.”44

			Frank Hillier told me of a foreshadowing of the sinking of the Karen A. In the early 1950s, a group of “Ucluelet lads” made a pre-​Christmas trip to Port Alberni to buy presents and liquor for the upcoming festivities. Aboard the Karen A were Axel and his brother Oscar, Frank, Bert Clark, D’Arcy Thompson and Ronnie Wesnedge. As they headed home through the Broken Group on December 23, the weather turned sour, so they turned around to seek shelter. When Axel executed the turn, the boat did a prolonged, disconcerting roll, startling them all. Regarding the Karen A’s demise in 1964, Frank said that in hindsight the earlier trip home from Port Alberni aboard the Karen A could have become a sad Christmas story for a group of Ucluelet families.45

			When I asked Glen Edwards’s wife, Joey, if she worried a lot when Glen was out fishing, she responded: “Well, I’ll put it this way. You never let your guard down.”46

			Fisheries Management

			Management of the fisheries on Vancouver Island’s west coast has been complicated and contentious, going back many years. The Department of Fisheries and Oceans (DFO) was established in 1868. In 1878, the control of federal fisheries was extended to BC, and the first regulations were imposed on BC fisheries. Since that time, to the frustration of many BC commercial fishermen, the federal government continues to oversee the West Coast fisheries.

			In 1969, the federal government implemented the Davis Plan, licensing boats rather than fishermen. Many saw this policy as a move to hand the BC fisheries over to large corporations. Coastal fishermen decried the removal of fishing areas and privileges. The Mifflin Plan of 1996, officially known as the Pacific Salmon Revitalization Strategy, focused on cutting back the size of the BC salmon fleet, citing the need to address declining salmon stocks. Angry fishermen rallied in protest, in some cases publicly burning the new licence applications. Mike Smith described the program as another failed bureaucratic exercise. Dan Edwards added that it was “a constant battle to stay alive on the water.”

			When salmon quotas were transferred to the sport fisheries, and when more quotas were lost in a 2008 agreement with the Americans, Canada’s West Coast fishermen received no compensation.

			In 1999, a collapse of the Fraser River sockeye devastated the commercial fishery. Dan Edwards went on a hunger strike aboard the Silver Spray I in Vancouver’s False Creek, to pressure the government to negotiate some emergency relief for struggling fishermen. Promised a review of consultative process for fisheries, Dan ended the hunger strike after fifty-​nine days. Ultimately, the government excluded coastal communities’ input, making the process even less effective than before.

			Thornton Creek Fish Hatchery

			The Thornton Creek Hatchery started up in the 1970s, with dedicated volunteers initially organized by Lowell Panton. The hatchery officially opened in 1981, with Julie Edwards as manager and Jean Duckmanton as assistant. Richard Smith later managed the hatchery for many years. When Richard retired, his brother-in-law Ray Bisaro took over for a year and a half, followed by Dave Hurwitz.

			Volunteers serve on the society board. Historically, others also helped out when many hands were needed—for example, when moving large numbers of fish to different sites.

			The Thornton Creek Hatchery is based on the model of Hokkaido, Japan, which has many successful small, community-​based hatcheries. It is one of twenty-​one CED (Community Economic Development) hatcheries in BC under the umbrella of the DFO. The Ucluelet and Toquaht First Nations are part of the Thornton Creek Enhancement Society.

			The Three Amigos, like many other fishermen, devoted time and energy to the hatchery. As well as being a dedicated board member for years, Doug Kimoto also volunteered for thirty-​one years as the PIP (Public Involvement Program) co-ordinator. PIP came under the DFO’s Salmonid Enhancement Program. Fisheries funded the cost of spawning gravel and equipment. Doug placed the gravel in salmon streams around the Kennedy Flats Watershed, “an area ravaged by unsustainable industrial forestry practises.”47 Doug received no pay and covered his own gas costs. “He really wanted to bring the fish back, you know?” Thornton Creek Hatchery manager Richard Smith said. “He worked endlessly.”48
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					Brothers Mike and Richard Smith net chinook salmon at the Thornton Creek Hatchery in the 1990s. Each chinook female provided five thousand eggs, so a day of netting sixty females meant three hundred thousand eggs for the hatchery. Rosemary Walders
				
			Aboriginal Fisheries Strategy

			The First Nations, who for millennia sustainably harvested fish from the West Coast waters, had to fight hard for their inherent rights. Finally, in 1990, a Supreme Court ruling known as the Sparrow Decision found that “the aboriginal right to fish for food, society or ceremonial purposes was a communal right…protected by the Charter of Rights and Freedoms.”49 In 1992, as a result of this finding, the federal government inaugurated the Aboriginal Fisheries Strategy, providing a framework for managing Indigenous fishing in a manner consistent with the Sparrow Decision.

			In some cases, licences and quotas have been purchased by the government and then converted to communal commercial licences for First Nations communities. This has seen some support, from both Indigenous and non-​Indigenous general fishery permit holders, as an opportunity to return some inherent rights in a spirit of reconciliation.

			Sea Serpent Sightings

			West Coast First Nations Oral History has long included sea serpent stories. The creatures are also depicted in carvings, beading, woven baskets and the petroglyphs that adorn Vancouver Island cliffs.

			One of the earliest newspaper references to West Coast sea serpents was in an issue of the Victoria Daily Colonist, dated January 1, 1911: “From the WCVI [west coast of Vancouver Island], that last stamping ground of romance of the furthest West…the home of many quaint things comes a story of a sea-​serpent. Of course no self-​respecting mariner likes to tell of sea-​serpents for the unbelievers of the cities sniff and suggest that the seeing of great snakes comes only from overindulgence in strong water.”

			In the 1930s and ’40s, there were sightings along the island’s western coast, and people began to wonder if “Caddy” had taken some excursions from his favourite haunt. “Caddy” (full name: Cadborosaurus) was alleged to be a sea monster, most often seen along Victoria’s waterfront, especially near Cadboro Bay.

			Reports of some sightings in Barkley Sound came from well-​known Ucluelet fishermen, deemed credible witnesses with many years of experience at sea. A Province newspaper article described the sighting of a creature that looked like “a mammoth worm measuring a good hundred feet.”50 Thomas Taylor was on his way back to Ucluelet Harbour in May 1935 when he saw what at first appeared to be a large whale. As a sometime whaler, he soon decided the creature’s antics “were un-whale like in the extreme.”51 Slowing to half-​speed, Tom moved in close to the creature, which he described in nautical terms as “about 100 feet long and six feet in circumference amidships, tapering towards bow and stern.” As Tom moved in for a closer view, “the monster surprised him by arching its back and raising its head after the manner of a snake.” Looking up at the head now towering above him at an estimated six metres, he decided to “cut his observations short and get along to port.” Heading away, he looked back to see the creature swimming off in a “leisurely fashion…although he judged by its lines that it was capable of high speeds if necessary.”52

			The reporter concluded that “when such a respected citizen as Mr. Taylor returns home from the banks and relates his experience, there seems to be little doubt that such a creature does exist.”53

			The following month, the Province printed a tongue-in-cheek article, recounting that “the sea-​serpent that reared its whiskered head out of the depths near Ucluelet has drawn a good deal of comment. It pains us to discover that a few scoffers doubt even the existence of the worm, and for a correspondent to send us what might be called a sea-​serpent saga is like twisting the knife in the wound.”54

			In 1947, another well-​known Ucluelet fisherman shared his sea serpent encounter in a sworn statement. George Saggers recounted being aboard his troller, the Thoroughbuilt, fishing on the southwest bank about five kilometres off Ucluelet. “Suddenly…a sort of shiver went up and down my spine.”55 He turned to a sight he’d never thought possible in all his twenty-​eight years of fishing. George was being watched by a pair of jet-​black eyes protruding “like a couple of buns” from a creature’s head.56 The brownish-​grey neck and head rose about a metre out of the water. The back of the head had a mane, similar to a horse or lion, but he didn’t know “whether the mane consisted of carbuncles or hair.” George said the unreal-​looking creature slipped back under the surface with scarcely a ripple. He concluded: “I would like to know what was under the water, although I wouldn’t like to be any closer or see it ever again.”57

			The Colonist newspaper article further noted that despite a considerable groundswell, the creature was not affected, “meaning that like an iceberg, there was plenty of it under water!”58

			More sightings soon followed. A 1947 article entitled “It’s the Season for Seeing Things” recounted Alberni flying saucer sightings along with sea serpent updates: “As for the serpent, they’re even trying to lasso it off the west coast near Ucluelet.” R. Meyers reported seeing the serpent while trolling at daybreak in his boat, the Dorothy, and said a Japanese fisherman chased it for miles, trying to rope it.59

			The reported sightings reminded retired fisherman Dan McPherson that he had seen the monster in a channel near Ucluelet in 1920. He described getting his boat, the Beryl, close to the creature: “It had a head like a sheep or a camel and large grey eyes with tufts of hair underneath them, short ears and a neck eight or nine inches in diameter. Its color was similar to that of a Jersey cow.”60

			In 1948, George Saggers was back in the news, having “again seen a sea serpent…This time it was looking in the opposite direction, but he had a better look at the body, which was long and seemed to undulate with the waves.”61

			Dr. Albert Tester from the Pacific Biological Station at Nanaimo examined the skeleton of a purported sea serpent found in Barkley Sound in 1947 and concluded it was that of a gigantic basking shark. Respected West Coast historian George Nicholson was also not a believer. He suggested the so-called sea serpents were either a solitary hair seal or sea lion, a water-​logged snag bobbing out of the water, or (what he considered most likely) a harem of undulating sea lions following a bull sea lion.

			Sightings continued.

			In 1980, John Gleeson reported seeing a gigantic sea creature while he was many kilometres off the western coast, aboard a naval supply ship. When Gleeson rushed to the bridge to ask if anyone else had seen the monster, he encountered blank stares. Later, Leading Seaman Landry assured him that “everyone who went to sea had encountered something that would never show up in a textbook or on a National Geographic special.”62 Gleeson later stated: “It seemed ancient to me at the time. I wonder if it’s still out there.” (I sometimes wonder the same thing when I head out of the inlet in my kayak.)

			Not Just Another Fish Story

			When researching sea serpent sightings, I was charmed to find this little 1935 newspaper article about my uncle:

			Same Halibut Hooked Twice: A True Fish Story

			Ucluelet, where the latest sea serpent was sighted no long time ago, redeems itself with a fish story which, says the West Coast Advocate, is strictly true.

			Arthur Baird was trolling for salmon, when, states the Advocate, he was surprised, on hauling in his line, to find, not the expected spring salmon, but a very large halibut. Since he was rigged for salmon, Mr. Baird could not understand the occurrence, but examination showed that his hook had fouled another, an old Indian-​wrought halibut hook, on the fish’s head.

			Undoubtedly this fish had been hooked years ago, and had escaped, only to be trapped again after years of freedom, when the original barb was almost worn away. The halibut was sold to the local buyer, but the old hook is being kept as a souvenir.63


			Two years later, Uncle Art was back in the news when he hooked another big halibut while trolling for salmon. This halibut weighed ninety-​four kilos, quite a size to land on a hand line. It sold for over fifteen dollars.64

			A Changing Seascape

			Ucluelet was once the third largest fishing port in BC. Up to ten fish plants bustled with activity around the harbour. All that has changed. As I sat talking to Dan and Mike in my living room in August 2024, we saw a steady stream of sport fishermen heading out to fish for salmon. They would have been fishing for a month by the time Mike Smith got government permission to go trolling. It is extremely sad but not surprising that he was then Ucluelet’s last commercial salmon fisherman.

			In the summer of 2024, BC showed interest in transitioning to an owner-​operator system, as part of its Coastal Marine Strategy. Dan Edwards had worked towards this over a ten-​year period in meetings in Ottawa. It was achieved for the East Coast. Here on the West Coast, Dan worried that “it’s too little too late.” He asked, “Who are these owner-​operators that they are going to support here?” because most of them have already been wiped out and few connections remain. BC seems serious about engaging but has a limited history of dealing with fisheries. Perhaps, says Dan, if they go about it right, there is potential for future generations to get back into fishing.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 18 Logging Heyday and “Nay Day”

			When Europeans first arrived on the West Coast, they found forests that had been growing for close to fifteen thousand years, having reclaimed the glacier-​scoured landscape.1 The mainly coniferous trees, notably cedar, hemlock and Sitka spruce, thrive in temperate rainforest. Those early Europeans felled trees mainly for spars or masts for their sailing ships, choosing trees that were straight, strong and at least one hundred feet tall.

			Logging in the Barkley Sound area began in 1860, when Captain Edward Stamp built a sawmill at what is now Port Alberni. In 1861, the first lumber shipment left there for Victoria. By 1862, when Gilbert Sproat took over the sawmill, lumber and wood for spars travelled worldwide. It was, however, a short-​lived enterprise; by January 1864 all the easily accessible forest had been logged, and Sproat closed the sawmill. Timber accessibility would later be addressed in an innovative way, at Port Albion, across from Ucluelet.

			Sutton Lumber Company

			The Sutton brothers ran a sawmill at Lake Cowichan and were looking for marketable timber. In 1890, they found what they wanted at Kennedy Lake, near Ucluelet. Will Sutton later addressed an avid audience in Victoria: “I was interested in some timber land at Kennedy Lake, where there is very large cedar. To give you some idea of the size of the cedar trees down there, when we were running a survey line one day, I sent a man back to pick up something that was left behind, and as he had only been gone a few minutes, I noticed by his demeanour that there was something wrong, and he said: ‘I thought I was going the other way.’ I went along with him to ascertain how it had happened. I found that he had become lost in going around a big cedar tree, and came back on his track. [Laughter.] That tree measured 45 feet in circumference. [Applause.]”2

			As well as acquiring holdings around Kennedy Lake, the Sutton brothers pre-​empted a larger area on Ucluelet Inlet’s east side. There, in what was later known as Port Albion, they set up a sawmill under the name Sutton Lumber Company. The census of 1891 lists both brothers as loggers employing six men in their sawmill. (The advertised wage for the workers was $2.50 per day.)

			By 1895 Will Sutton had devised an efficient way to transport felled timber to the water. Hydro-​powered electric motors would quickly draw logs along skids to the waterway, giving easy access to an “immense stock of timber…cut from a comparatively limited area.”3

			By the end of 1902, the Sutton brothers had sold their company shares to the Seattle Cedar Lumber Manufacturing Company, who then acquired more timber leases. The company built a large sawmill on Meares Island, a site which would be known in the distant future as ground zero of the battle between preservationists and logging corporations. In 1907, a massive number of teredos (shipworms) infested log booms and dock pilings, and the sawmill closed down. The timber rights were later sold.4

			Early Forest Conservation

			Will Sutton was a conservationist who, as early as 1910, recommended formation of a provincial bureau to “supervise all matters relating to our forests.”5 His lobbying at the Fulton Royal Commission of Inquiry on Timber and Forestry helped lead to formation of the Forest Branch. In 1912, H.R. MacMillan was designated the first chief forester of BC. He would later be a key player in logging on Vancouver Island’s west coast.

			With the onset of World War I, Will’s forestry proposals went on the back burner, not to be considered until around 1921. Clearly, some of his warnings were deemed alarmist. Change came slowly. Forestry practices continue to be debated.

			When Ucluelet settlers felled trees, it was usually to clear their property. Early photos of Ucluelet show a cross between stump farm and clear-​cut. The settlers, mainly from farming and ranching backgrounds, used the timber to build their homes, outbuildings and fences.
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					Herbert Hillier and George Grant springboard logging with double-​bitted axes, and a crosscut saw at the ready. UAHS Archives
				
			From the late 1800s to the 1940s, loggers used double-​bitted axes and crosscut saws. Logs were originally hauled by oxen, mules and horses, a method largely replaced by steam-​powered machinery in the 1890s. Railway logging used steam locomotives to move timber. Widespread adoption of the internal combustion engine in the 1920s replaced steam power with machinery fuelled by gas or diesel. This meant the arrival of truck logging.

			Another key technological change was the chainsaw. Not all loggers were impressed. Olaf Fedje, a founder of one of BC’s oldest and biggest falling contractors, said that “people couldn’t stand the noise…Hand falling was so quiet. All of a sudden this terrible monster came along…A lot of people lost their hearing because of that noise.”6 He added: “But it was lighter work. It wasn’t the heavy slogging. The younger people took to it quite readily. The old timers fought it tooth and nail.”7 Fedje believed chainsaws were safer because “a guy with a chainsaw does the work of three or four people, so that cuts your accidents down right there. There’s only a quarter as many people out there to get hurt.”8

			The efficiency of chainsaws was undeniable; crosscut saws were hung on garage walls or tucked away in basements, and brought out only for logger sports competitions.

			Ed Eason Trucking
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					Ed Eason in front of his logging truck shop at MacMillan and Bloedel’s Kennedy Camp. Author’s photo
				
			Ed Eason started his business by building a logging truck out of a dismantled army truck, and he went on to create one of Vancouver Island’s biggest contract trucking businesses. Before Ed, Alma Smith ran a logging truck business out of Ucluelet. Roy Saunders and his sons later did contract trucking.

			The logging trucks hauled logs during the day. At night, wooden contraptions were put on the back of the trucks and used to build roads with dumped gravel. Originally, the logging roads were all plank roads. A plank road going out to the swimming beach at Kennedy Lake had been put in during World War II, when the air force had a camp there.
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					This Maddy Patterson photo shows a plank logging road. Long-​time logger Ken Wadden said one of his favourite jobs in the early years was to go out on weekends and load up a flat-​deck truck with planks, and then reset them as more plank road for the following week’s logging. UAHS Archives
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					This action shot shows logs being dumped into the water, ready to be sorted into booms. UAHS Archives
				
			A larger-​scale logging industry started up in Ucluelet after World War II. Wilfred Thornton leased some of his property at the head of Ucluelet Inlet to Harry McQuillan of the North Coast Timber Company, a truck logging outfit employing around 150 men. Wilfred’s sister-in-law Elsie Hillier described the logging activity: “The logs are brought down by trucks and dumped into the water. Small tugs sort and tow them to the landing works where they are loaded onto flat booms. Tugs from town come in and tow these out to sea every few days.”9
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					William Thompson and Herbert Hillier with a log boom at Port Albion. D’Arcy Thompson
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					From left: Howie Henderson, Lemie La Couvee and my dad, Ken Baird, at Kennedy Camp. Author’s photo
				
			This was a long way from 1904, when Herbert Hillier and William Thompson logged two booms of logs of a hundred thousand feet each and sold them to the Ucluelet mill for six dollars per thousand feet.10

			The Maggie Lake Timber Company and Taylor Way also logged in the Ucluelet area. In 1947, the H.R. MacMillan Export Company purchased local timber holdings to supply wood to their Harmac plant near Nanaimo. An article in the September 1947 issue of the Harmac News extended a “cordial welcome” to the 140 employees of Kennedy Lake Logging Company Ltd. and described the newly available timber as including “a high proportion of cedar around the lakes with hemlock and balsam common on the higher slopes.”11

			When Kennedy Lake Logging Division was set up, my father was approached to become camp superintendent. Dad had a long working history in logging and fishing. After some discussion with Mom, Dad accepted the position, once more switching from commercial fishing to logging. In the late 1940s, my parents sold their Victoria home and moved to Kennedy Lake Camp, along with my brothers Robbie and Ian.

			Kennedy Camp Kid
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					Skipper, our family’s springer spaniel, was my trusted sidekick. Author’s photo
				
			My memories begin in the logging camp. I was born in 1951 in Victoria, as my mother had experienced complications when my brothers were born and didn’t want to risk giving birth in our isolated area. Soon after my birth, Mom and I came home to Ucluelet by coastal steamship. From the Whiskey Dock in “downtown” Ucluelet, it was an eight-​kilometre drive on a gravel road to Kennedy Lake Camp.

			Wilfred Thornton, widowed, lived with his mother-in-law, Kate Karn, on their property close to the bungalows, and farther away from the working camp. Harold and Mavis Thornton, Wilfred’s son and daughter-in-law, lived next door to us.

			Later on, three large houses were built on a rise behind the bungalows, and we moved up the hill to the middle house. These tall houses were painted forest green with red trim and had identical layouts. My third-​floor room looked out over the logging camp and the harbour. My brothers shared the bedroom across the hall. Their wooden fire-​escape ladder gave them a convenient way to sneak out for “adventures.” The house seemed palatial after our little bungalow down below. Next door lived the Smith family, Naida and Dudley and their six kids. On the other side was the Crawford family.

			On the green space between the two rows of houses we spent a lot of time reaching for the sky on several massive swings. There was also a springy teeter-​totter. My brothers liked to land with a bang, trying to bounce me off.

			
					[image: ]
					These bungalows provided on-site housing for some of the staff at Kennedy Camp. Author’s photo
				
			Thursday was doughnut day, and we kids made sure to visit the cookhouse. Once we started school, we’d stop by every Thursday for a doughnut on our way home. Joe always had a paper bag of chocolate-​covered doughnuts to send home for my dad.

			The cookhouse was a fun place to be, and I liked helping there. My mom asked why I complained about doing dishes at home but was always happy to dry dishes at the cookhouse, and help Jimmy Kabish, the flunky. The doughnuts, the hotcakes (which, if there were any left over from breakfast, were great slathered in butter and jam) and other treats no doubt had something to do with it. I also liked feeding bread crusts to the roughly thirty raccoons hanging out behind the cookhouse.

			
					[image: ]
					The king of the Kennedy Camp cookhouse was Joe Fisher. He was a fantastic cook—pretty much a prerequisite if you wanted to keep your loggers happy. Author’s photo
				
			Most loggers arrived at the cookhouse wearing cork (caulk) boots and slid their booted feet into wooden soles held on by canvas straps to avoid gouging the floor. We kids loved trying to walk around with those big wooden contraptions on our feet!

			On our way home from school we also visited the canteen, a source of candy and pop. My favourite pop was cream soda—I don’t know if that syrupy red drink still exists. John Campbell, the camp first-​aid man, ran the canteen. He was a friendly fellow who whistled almost constantly.

			Being a camp kid was never boring. We built forts, played on the log booms (although Mom forbade it) and sat in the back of Dad’s pickup, roaring along dusty logging roads—no seat belts for us back then. Both of my brothers drove on the logging roads as kids, although I had to wait to be on Long Beach for my underage driving.

			Terry Smith, like my brothers, drove out in the woods. He and his friend Jimmy Hammond sometimes went to work with Jimmy’s dad Norm, and took turns driving around while Norm tended to his job overseeing two sides of a logging show (active timber harvesting operation), quite a demanding task. Four long whistles meant the boys had to bring the truck back. Terry was eight years old at the time.

			One memorable night, there was a massive fire adjacent to the harbour, not far from the MacMillan and Bloedel homes. My mother bundled me up and hurried me and my brothers down to watch from a safe distance, as my dad went into the burning building and drove a few trucks out. The old shed had housed vehicles belonging to Jerry Brock’s trucking company. Apparently, my younger brother and several friends had played with matches, which ultimately set the place ablaze. They were later interviewed by insurance people and fessed up to their unintended crime. This must have been a relief for the trucking company, which had been under suspicion of arson for insurance fraud purposes.

			We spent lots of sunny days at Kennedy Lake. One summer, a “grey goose” (a blunt-​nosed wooden boat with a small ramp at the front) was being used for transporting logging crew and towing bags of wood. Our family and the Smith family went across the lake in it for a picnic at Sand River. Terry Smith said of the high-​powered craft, “It leaked like a sieve but had this massive pump that got rid of the water as fast as it came in.”

			As camp superintendent, my dad had to put in office time, but preferred being out in the woods. Whenever Mom asked what he wanted to take for lunch, his answer never varied: “A cheese sandwich and a drink from the creek.”

			When we camp kids reached school age, we walked out (along what is now called Thornton Road) to the highway to catch the school bus. I remember the driver, Mr. Singleton, as a kind and patient man. By the time he reached us, the bus was loaded with high school students from Tofino, and he’d already dealt with his stress by pulling the bus over to the side of the road and getting out to have a smoke. (Some of the bigger kids joined him.)12

			Looking back, I feel sorry for him. Some of the kids were little hellions, and we all used to sing a ditty about “Baldy, Baldy Singleton, King of the Wild School Bus!” In later years, when my husband came home from his part-​time job driving school bus and recounted the shenanigans of a few especially rambunctious kids, I’d nod knowingly and send Mr. Singleton a mental apology for any past disrespect.

			The walk out to the highway to catch the bus was only about a kilometre and a half, but we were frequently reminded to watch for cougars and stick together. One morning, a friend and I decided to play hooky and snuck into the bushes instead of catching the bus. Before long, my mom got a phone call saying I had not turned up at school. Mom didn’t drive, so she had Dad radioed out in the bush. He was not impressed by the time he tracked us down!

			When I was in Grade Three, Dad had a house built in town in the middle of George Fraser’s garden, and we moved out of the green house on the hill. There were lots of pluses to living in town. We had our own wharf, and Dad built me a little rowboat so I could row around the harbour. The school, the library, the few stores, everything was in walking distance, but I missed living at Kennedy Camp. Luckily, we still had access to Joe’s doughnuts, though not on such a regular basis.

			One sad note for me was the loss of our calico cat, Judy. We brought her with us when we moved into town, but she missed her old domain and high-​tailed it back over the eight kilometres to Kennedy Lake Camp. We retrieved her several times, but she always went back, so she eventually became once more a camp-​based cat. Our springer spaniel, Skipper, remained faithful to the family and stayed at our new home in Ucluelet.

			Alliance Holdings

			When MacMillan and Bloedel arrived, they looked for housing options for their employees. Next to a dirt path that would later become Bay Street were four duplexes built by the armed forces in 1943 to house officers of the Canadian Scottish Regiment. With the forces pulling out, MacMillan and Bloedel bought the buildings, which were on land leased from the Littleton family. The company then bought four more duplexes, barging them in from Bremerton, Washington, to set up on the bottom row of the housing complex.
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					The former army camp became a close-​knit neighbourhood of loggers and their families. In 1961, with MacMillan and Bloedel wanting to get out of the rental business, the residents pooled their cash and assets, formed the Alliance Holdings company, and bought the houses and property. Catherine Oliwa
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					A popular yearly event was the wives’ tour, when the MacMillan and Bloedel wives were taken out in the woods, shown around and then provided with a delicious meal. Years later, when my husband worked for the company, I enjoyed a few of these tours myself. Author’s photo
				
			Alliance Holdings still stands, a unique and historically important neighbourhood with preserved green space, in the heart of Ucluelet.

			Mac & Blo: What’s in a Name?

			Logging would become a contentious issue on the West Coast, with the spotlight on major logging corporation MacMillan Bloedel Ltd. That company’s roots go back to 1911, when a Bellingham lumberman named Julius Bloedel, along with two silent partners, formed the company of Bloedel, Stewart and Welch. The H.R. MacMillan Export Company was formed in 1919 by Harvey Reginald MacMillan.

			In 1951, the two companies merged, becoming MacMillan and Bloedel Ltd. The new company gained worldwide recognition as “one of the largest lumber consortia in the world.”13 In 1960, MacMillan and Bloedel Ltd. merged with the Powell River Company (created in 1909, and the world’s largest newsprint mill) to become MacMillan, Bloedel and Powell River Ltd. In 1966, the name was shortened to MacMillan Bloedel Ltd., abbreviated to MacBlo or MB. Headquarters were in “the Big Smoke” (Vancouver), in a twenty-​seven-​storey structure referred to as “the Ivory Tower” and “the Concrete Snag.”

			The Heyday of Logging

			Logging in the Ucluelet area started in the 1940s, came to the forefront in the 1950s and was still going strong in the 1980s. It was evident just by driving around Ucluelet that this was a logging town. Crummies (the vehicles that transported loggers to and from work) were a regular sight, with their classic red-​and-​white paint job. There was lots of work in the woods, either full-​time or as summer jobs for students. Paycheques were regular, except during woods closures for snow or for extreme heat causing fire hazards. Sometimes sections of woods were closed because of species-​habitat concerns—as when, for example, engineering crew member Dan Tuzo spotted an endangered Vancouver Island marmot. The area was protected from logging, with Dan thereafter known as “Marmot Dan.”

			The occasional strike led to depleted bank accounts, but all in all, MacBlo was a reliable income source. Logging was regarded as a profession, “a job one does to feed the family, pay the rent, and keep the wolf from the door.”14 Many local loggers were from long-​time logging families and proud of their profession.

			Millstream Timber also logged in the area, under contract to BC Forest Products. In the early ’70s, Millstream provided housing for their employees by creating Millstream Subdivision. The clear-​cut, bulldozed site looked like a big gravel pit. Surplus houses available because of the expansion of the Vancouver airport were barged in from there. Rumour has it one of them ended up in the saltchuck. Two of the three green and red MacBlo houses were moved across from Kennedy Camp. Jack McKercher and Olaf Fedje each built a new house. Employees rented the barged-in houses. Then the loggers set about putting in wells and septic tanks, the proximity of some of these improvements creating a less-​than-​ideal water supply. Nearby Kvarno Island was also logged, with one tree, home to an eagle’s nest, left standing.

			When logging started to phase out, the employees had the option to buy the rental houses. Many of them did so and independently improved on infrastructure, and Millstream gradually transitioned to the bedroom community it is today.

			Johnny Gerbrandt also did contract logging, and Fedje and Gunderson were falling contractors.

			There were so many Ucluelet loggers, and I wish I could tell all of their stories. Here are a few.

			The Smith Family

			Terry Smith recalls arriving in Ucluelet aboard the Princess Maquinna in 1946. His grandfather, Harry Smith, worked as a timber cruiser here. Terry’s father, Dudley, had been demobbed after the war, worked in a shipyard, and decided Ucluelet was an appealing change.

			Dudley, wife Naida, Terry and Mike (in a buggy) headed up the Main Street Hill to their little rental home. There was an outhouse and a water pump out the back, somewhat of a change from their Vancouver abode. Murray Payne would later buy that house and add onto it for himself, wife Gloria and ten children.

			From there, the Smiths moved into M&B staff housing at the army camp, and then next door to us at Kennedy Lake Camp. Tragedy struck in 1958. It rained heavily that winter, and in January there was one metre of rain. There was a camp for construction workers at Kennedy Lake, at the present boat launch. The incessant rain caused concern that a logjam above the camp would let go and wash them out. They couldn’t be reached by road, as it was flooded. Dudley set out in a skiff, carrying powder to clear the jam, and tragically drowned. The devastating accident left Naida with six children ranging in age from four to fourteen.

			With assistance from M&B and village members, a new home was built for Naida and family in Ucluelet. There, Naida raised her children, tended a productive garden, raised chickens, baked the most delicious bread, read our tea leaves, did weaving and ceramics, volunteered in the community and ran the elementary school library. She was an amazing lady.

			Eldest son Terry has had a long and varied career in the logging industry. Starting as a teenage flunky in the cookhouse, he covered the gamut of work in the woods and on the boom, then took on several managerial roles. After Kennedy Camp closed down, Terry continued in the industry with projects such as site remediation. He is clearly well-​qualified for his volunteer position of chairman of the Barkley Community Forest Corporation.

			Earl Mundy

			Earl Mundy grew up in Hitacu, fishing from an early age with his dad on the ten-​metre Barnacle Bill. In his teens, Earl decided to switch to logging, which he considered an 8−4:30 job, whereas fishing was a twenty-​four-​hour-a-day job.

			Earl started at Kennedy Lake Division as a plumber’s helper, then set chokers for nine months before finding his true calling, operating a loader. Earl worked for MacBlo for forty-​two years, loved his job, and was renowned for his skill. My husband said watching Earl work with a log loader, especially the super snorkel, was like watching a ballet, every move smooth and precise.

			Earl was sometimes reprimanded for not wearing a hard hat; he thought they brought bad luck. He had some unfortunate accidents, but his good luck outweighed the bad—some people said Earl had nine lives.

			After one of these close calls, MacBlo flew Earl by helicopter to Squamish to check out a new loader and give it his thumbs-up. The new machine had air conditioning and a plaque engraved with Earl’s name.
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					Earl Mundy was in his loader when it went off a lowbed and down an embankment. He braced himself on the floor, thinking, “This is it,” but was saved when some trees stopped the machine falling a further two hundred metres. This photo shows the no-longer-​functioning, uprighted machine. Earl Mundy
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					Legendary faller Lorenzo Corlazzoli, his cousin Stephano and Rino Cugini moved from Italy to Ucluelet in the early 1950s, becoming important community members and raising their families here. Meri Corlazzoli
				
			As well as working as a loader operator, Earl drove crummy and liked to speed. One logger recalled a wild ride through the woods as Earl drag-​raced another crummy, headed for home. If passengers complained, Earl’s answer was, “Well, I got ya here, didn’t I?”

			Earl and the other loggers from Hitacu had to cross the harbour by boat before travelling in crummies out to Kennedy Lake Division. When they refused to go to work until they were assured a road would go through, connecting Hitacu to Kennedy Camp (and therefore also to Ucluelet), an agreement was reached in short order. Earl later overheard a politician taking credit for the new road and quickly set him straight.

			The War in the Woods

			The loggers felt secure in their lifestyles in Ucluelet, where many of them grew up, and where they planned to live out their years. But a war in the woods hovered on the horizon.

			Both MacMillan Bloedel and BC Forest Products logged near Ucluelet and Kennedy Lake. They then looked farther afield, acquiring timber rights on Meares Island and other areas in Clayoquot Sound. There were already small, independent companies logging in Clayoquot Sound, many of them based in Tofino. Most of their logging was done out of view, although in 1954–55 the south face of Lone Cone Mountain, directly across from Tofino, was clear-​cut. “It was a terrible scar,” long-​time Tofino resident Jacquie Hansen recalled. “But it’s all grown over now.”15

			The small logging outfits had been tolerated, and in some cases welcomed. But when forestry giant MacMillan Bloedel made a move, dissension soon followed.

			In 1979, the grassroots group Friends of Clayoquot Sound (FOCS) was formed in Tofino, because of concern about the rumoured logging of Meares Island. In 1980, at the request of Tofino municipal council, the BC government formed the Meares Island Planning Committee. In April 1984, FOCS organized the Meares Island Easter Festival, where Moses Martin, Tla-o-qui-​aht Chief Councillor, declared Meares Island a Tribal Park.

			The first actual blockade occurred on November 21, 1984, at Heelboom (C’is-a-quis) Bay on Meares Island. Early the previous month, up to thirty spiked trees had been found in the area. (Contact with a metal spike or nail in a tree can cause a chainsaw to kick back, maiming or killing fallers or buckers. Spiked trees can also cause serious accidents in sawmills.) No one took responsibility for the spiking. Local doctor Ron Aspinall, a strong opponent of logging on Meares, said he’d “heard of protestors putting 15-20 cm corkscrew spikes into trees near Heelboom Bay.” He described the whole town of Tofino as “hopping mad” about the proposed logging.16 FOCS spokesman Michael Mullin emphasized a peaceful protest stance, adding that he “would not spike trees himself,” but acknowledged there were radicals “determined to resist this at any cost.”17

			Logging opponent Carl Hinke agreed to speak for an unnamed group of tree spikers, writing in a letter to MacMillan Bloedel: “Spiked, the land lies living; logged, the land lies dead.” He told a reporter that two boxes of six-​inch and ten-​inch spikes—about nine thousand in all—had already been driven into Meares Island trees.18

			The company workers arriving at Heelboom Bay aboard the Kennedy Queen were met by a flotilla of anti-​logging protestors. More protestors lined the shore. Moses Martin informed the loggers: “This land is our garden. If you put down your chainsaws you are welcome ashore, but not one tree will be cut.”19 Michael Mullin said FOCS had been assured by the International Woodworkers of America (IWA) union that fallers would not drop trees near people because “they’re not allowed to jeopardize people.”20 He also offered an open invitation to “everyone in the province to come and camp on Meares Island.”21

			Next came injunctions and counter-​injunctions, culminating in a court decree on March 27, 1985, that all logging on Meares Island must stop until resolution of First Nations land claims. However, logging in other parts of Clayoquot Sound continued. In 1988, Fletcher Challenge (a New Zealand–based company that bought out BC Forest Products in 1987) was spotted building a logging road into Sulphur Passage. When more protests ensued, it logged a less visible area of Clayoquot Sound. Dissension continued, attracting worldwide media attention.

			In 1988, MacMillan Bloedel employed 210 people in the Ucluelet area, contributing some $8 million annually to the community. Paul Varga, then manager of Kennedy Lake Division, stressed the importance of reforestation. During National Forest Week of 1988, MacBlo planted its seventy-​one-​millionth seedling.22 The environmentalists were not swayed by tree planting numbers.

			Frustration mounted, and in April 1991 protestors burned Kennedy River Bridge, stopping access to a logging site and putting 210 loggers out of work.
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					A logging truck crosses Kennedy River Bridge in 1990, a year before protestors set fire to the bridge. Keith Martin
				
			International Forest Products, a BC logging company, entered the picture in April of that year, working with First Nations and logging on a smaller scale. Meanwhile, BC worked on a Forest Practices Code with a more environmentally friendly focus. This code would become law in 1995. It wouldn’t be soon enough.

			Government-​appointed committees attempted a solution. In 1992, sixty-​seven hourly and nine staff workers at Kennedy Lake Division lost their jobs, foreshadowing what was to come. MacMillan Bloedel cited reduced allowable annual cuts as the reason for the job terminations.23

			By early 1993, the rallying cry to preserve Clayoquot Sound echoed around the world. Media attention mushroomed when Greenpeace joined the cause. Things came to a head when BC Premier Mike Harcourt landed atop Radar Hill in a helicopter and stepped out to announce the government’s decision. The gist of his Clayoquot Sound Land Use Decision message was that nearly two thirds of Clayoquot Sound would be open to logging, with a portion of it in a “limited” manner. One-​third of the sound would be protected.

			Harcourt’s announcement served as a call to arms for environmentalists. On May 16, 1993, MacMillan Bloedel security worker Doug Fraser was doing his rounds. At 11 p.m. he noticed fuel soaked into the surface of Clayoquot Arm Bridge. Wood burst into flames around his truck, but he was able to drive off. Fraser heard a speedboat leave from under the bridge, and radioed police, the Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade and MacMillan Bloedel. The fire was extinguished, and RCMP intercepted three suspects in a van at a Tofino roadblock. The three men were charged. (Soon after, one of them resigned from Friends of Clayoquot Sound, which he had helped found, and which advocated a strict non-​violence policy.)24

			In June 1993, FOCS set up a camp on Stubbs Island, providing training sessions on civil disobedience and non-​violent protest, with opportunities to learn about “the rainforest and media skills.”25 Participants arrived from afar, including California and Germany. Another “action camp” was held in Vancouver’s Stanley Park.

			Faller Harvey Nauffts recalled a nude, spaced-​out protestor attempting to incapacitate logging equipment by cutting through hydraulic lines. When the loggers tried to protect him from incapacitating himself (hot oil under extreme pressure can cause severe bodily damage), the protestor accused them of harassment.

			FOCS set up its “Peace Camp” on July 1, at a logged area several kilometres from the Ucluelet–​Tofino junction. The clear-​cut had been slash-​burned by Millstream Timber, and was an ideal eyesore for the protestors’ mission, since all west coast traffic had to drive by the spot. The Peace Camp’s high visibility, combined with extensive media coverage, drew hordes of protestors. It is estimated that between ten thousand and twelve thousand people passed through the Peace Camp during the roughly three months it was open.26

			Blockades began at Kennedy River Bridge on July 5, 1993. An article in the Westerly News described the morning routines at the bridge: “Arrival of MB and the reading of the injunction, the protest, the arrests, loggers through and on the way to work.” The court injunction related to the banning of protests in Clayoquot Sound. Some protestors volunteered to be arrested each day while the rest stood by, bearing witness. Local supporters of the loggers observed, at times encouraging the protestors to leave as tensions ran high. Those arrested, amounting to eight hundred by summer’s end, were transported to Ucluelet for processing.

			On July 15, 1993, Australian rock band Midnight Oil put on a concert at the Black Hole Peace Camp in support of the protestors. Estimates of the number of attendees vary from three thousand to five thousand. Renowned environmentalist David Suzuki reportedly sat in the front row. Robert Kennedy Jr. also appeared on the coast to combat the logging. Hollywood celebrities, including Robert Redford, Barbara Streisand, Nicole Kidman and her then husband Tom Cruise, showed their support with glossy media ads.

			What did not gain much media attention happened after the protestors decamped in October 1993. Ucluelet and Tofino locals, including loggers, cleaned up a heap of refuse at the Peace Camp. Mike Morton said the mess included pop and beer cans, tarps, clothes and an old bathtub near the stream. He also described finding three wooden toilets atop unfilled holes. A FOCS member was quick to say the site had been left “in better shape than we found it.” The seventy-​five residents who did the final cleanup begged to differ.27

			Reporter Eve Savoury reflected on the loggers’ reactions to the protests, describing them as “angry…out of their depth, deeply frustrated, and probably, deeply anxious. With good reason.”28 Many loggers viewed not only their jobs but also their history and way of life under attack, with many of the attackers judging from afar.

			Rendezvous ’93

			A counter-​protest took place in Ucluelet in August 1993 to show support for local loggers and their families, and for the future of logging in BC. The two-​day gathering was held on the school fields, with a crowd of around five thousand attending. Loggers arrived from across the province, including a parade of at least sixty logging trucks and hundreds of cars, many with bumper stickers proclaiming “Hug a logger. You’ll never go back to trees.” Attendees sported yellow ribbons and yellow T-shirts symbolizing their hope for compromise. A huge cairn was constructed from rocks brought by attendees from across the province.

			First Nations dancers and drummers welcomed the crowd. The movement’s theme song, “Give Change a Chance,” was on replay as the Mars water bomber from neighbouring Port Alberni roared overhead. Singers and musicians contributed a folk festival ambience. Speeches encouraged the government to stand firm on their decisions, an outcome that was not to be. Former NDP leader and then federal MP Bob Skelly spoke eloquently. Former IWA leader Jack Munro, then chairman of the Forest Alliance of BC, arrived on his Harley-​Davidson to expound in his typically colourful fashion. Validation and hope buoyed the crowd.

			For local loggers and families, the gathering provided a temporary release from ongoing stress. Many had a chance to visit with out-of-town family and friends. The anti-​logging movement accused MacMillan Bloedel of paying their workers to attend the rally, issuing a press release stating this untruth. This discounted the sincere concerns of the forest workers about their livelihoods, and their hopes for a viable solution to the impasse. Afterwards, some attendees expressed frustration at the lack of media coverage, compared with the almost daily attention focused on the anti-​logging movement.

			Premier Harcourt and cabinet were invited no-shows. Rendezvous chairman Chris O’Connor commented: “There has been an Elvis sighting in the crowd, but there hasn’t been a single sighting of a BC cabinet minister.”29

			The Suits

			Local loggers and supporters vented their frustration when two busloads of over a hundred professional and business people arrived on September 1, 1993, to support the anti-​loggers. The buses had been detained for over three hours near Port Alberni, surrounded by close to three hundred pro-​logging activists, who let air out of tires and tore posters off the buses. When the “well-​dressed if somewhat bleary-​eyed protestors from the buses” finally approached the protest line, they were met by around two hundred logging supporters, mainly from Ucluelet. Roadside debate ensued, with local logger Mickey Ralston looking dapper in a sports jacket and tie, to make the point that he, like them, deserved employment. The Victoria group sat around a fire at the Peace Camp, eating breakfast and talking strategy with the environmentalists. As they boarded the buses mid-​morning to head back to the city, Ray Shore, one of the bus drivers, commented: “I don’t think it’s a good idea to play politics out in the middle of a public highway.”30

			School Days

			As tempers flared and emotions ran high, Ucluelet Secondary School principal Dave Milligan banned discussion of the logging conflict during school hours. Ucluelet Secondary School served the students of Ucluelet, Tofino and surrounding areas. Many of the kids were dealing with a lot of War in the Woods–related stress at home, and a break from it at school created emotional space. During this period, my daughters spent time with their Tofino friends, visiting back and forth between homes. The kids all handled the situation with maturity and empathy. My husband and I were really impressed.

			Advocacy groups like Share the Clayoquot Society, formed in 1989 under the Share BC umbrella, voiced concerns about land and resource use. In a letter to the editor of the Alberni Valley Times on March 6, 1990, chairman Mike Morton wrote: “it is not a jobs vs. environment issue, it is a jobs and the environment issue.” Advocacy continued with Yellow Ribbon Day, when, on March 21, 1994, an estimated twenty thousand workers and supporters gathered outside the Parliament buildings in Victoria for the largest rally ever seen at the BC legislature. The yellow-​ribbon wearers lobbied for a balanced land use strategy for the island, rather than an all-or-nothing response.

			The Commission on Resources and Environment (CORE) sought a consensus-​based agreement by the stakeholders. The CORE report, released in 1994, included recommendations for improved logging practices and the establishment of a biosphere reserve in Clayoquot Sound. It also reaffirmed the need to make decisions by consensus at a “regional table.” Reactions to the report ranged from optimism to disillusionment.

			The Clayoquot Sound Scientific Panel was appointed by the BC government to develop guidelines for sustainable forest management and logging. Their report, released on May 29, 1995, elicited differing opinions on what constituted adherence to the recommendations. Waning logging options continued to decimate jobs.

			There Is No Tunnel

			In 1993, MacMillan Bloedel’s Kennedy Lake Division employed several hundred people. In 1996, they were down to eighty-​five employees who had worked one hundred days that year. An Alberni newspaper put it bluntly: “Kennedy Lake, those people who are about to be written right off, are now seeing the light: there is no tunnel at all and thus only their end is in sight.”31

			A Fine Balance

			I had an interesting conversation during this time, at a “meet and greet” gathering at one of my new places of employment. One woman, upon learning my husband worked as a mechanic for MacMillan Bloedel, said of the War in the Woods, “I don’t understand why you people take it so personally!” I explained that although I saw the bigger picture, it did affect me personally, because my husband would soon be losing his job, and we and many of our friends and family members would quite possibly have to leave the town we loved. I further explained that a small number of people had expressed hatred for all loggers, which again felt personal, since I come from a logging background. The day my non-​confrontational husband, who usually worked in the camp shop, came home from work to describe having been spat on by a protestor, it felt personal. (He could have so easily opened the truck door and that guy would have gone off the bridge and into the water. I thought my husband showed great restraint.)

			I look back on my past as a member of a logging family and think of the losses. My brother was killed in a logging accident while taking time off from university to work in the woods. One of my uncles died in a logging accident, leaving my aunt with three little daughters. A close friend died in a logging truck accident. My roots go deep, and some of the memories are painful. I also remember the good times, the years growing up in Kennedy Camp, the sense of community of living in Ucluelet. It is a fine balance, and much of it is personal.

			I, like so many others, saw the need for change in logging practices. I saw there had been some changes, that more were coming and that change wasn’t happening fast enough. I understood the passion the protestors had for the environment. Many loggers also care about the environment.

			It was the black-​and-​white way of looking at things I didn’t agree with, the “all logging is bad and all loggers are evil” attitudes that were, and still are, sometimes expressed. I have always seen the grey areas. The woman I spoke with saw black and white.

			What Next?

			It became clear that MacMillan Bloedel was pulling out of the area; unemployed loggers and their families weighed their options. By January 31, 1997, when the closure of Kennedy Lake Division was official, there were just forty-​four jobs left. All the other workers had been terminated or had taken voluntary severance. The focus became “What next?”

			Future Prospects

			With funding from Forest Renewal BC, a training facility was set up in the former Whale’s Tale restaurant in the heart of town. My husband, Keith, joined other former Kennedy Lake Division employees to plan for the future. We wives attended several group sessions at the Whale’s Tale Skill Centre. I recall sitting in a room where we had previously dined with friends on special occasions, and wondering how many more ways I could serve Kraft Dinner to my family. The irony did not escape me.

			The Skill Centre encouraged self-​employment, especially for those hoping to remain in Ucluelet. My husband had seen the writing on the wall for quite some time and chose to train as a computer technician and open his own business in Ucluelet. At age fifty, he moved to Victoria for the better part of a year to attend college, came home and set up shop in the basement. (How did that work out? With the business plus several part-​time jobs, he kept the wolf from the door, but it was a struggle… It turns out if you are the kind of person who doesn’t always charge people for services, it’s hard to make a living. I pointed out to him once that we, like the people he was undercharging or not charging at all, were also having a hard time, but that didn’t register. Once a nice guy, always a nice guy.)

			Other unemployed loggers opened businesses. Mickey Ralston ran a small appliance repair business. Ted Eeftink took on the local PetroCan franchise. Some ex-loggers found seasonal jobs in the burgeoning tourism industry. Many were forced to sell their homes and relocate, some of them finding jobs elsewhere in the logging industry. It was a changed town.

			Joint Venture

			First Nations on the coast had been understandably frustrated about their lack of say and input in ongoing discussions around logging. George Watts was a leader of the Nuu-​chah-​nulth Tribal Council, which includes numerous nations whose Traditional Territories lie within Clayoquot Sound. He put it succinctly, describing it as distressing to “see these people who stole our land now divvying it up and fighting about it.”32

			In 1998, a joint-​venture logging company called Iisaak Forest Resources Ltd. was formed. At that time, it was 51 percent owned by MaMook Natural Resources, a partnership of five Nuu-​chah-​nulth First Nations: Ahousaht, Hesquiaht, Tla-o-qui-​aht, Toquaht and Ucluelet. The other 49 percent was owned by Weyerhaeuser (which had bought out MacMillan Bloedel). Iisaak means “respect” in the Nuu-​chah-​nulth language, and the plan was to work towards respectful, conservation-​based forestry practices. Iisaak was to provide joint management of the natural resources of Clayoquot Sound until treaty negotiations were completed. The two groups confirmed their commitments to work towards achieving change.

			In 2001, Iisaak became the first forestry company in BC to be certified by the Forest Stewardship Council. In 2005, they bought out Weyerhaeuser. In 2007, after Iisaak purchased TFL 54 (a tree farm licence granting timber harvesting rights in an area of Clayoquot Sound) from Interfor, they became the first 100 percent First Nations–owned forestry company.33

			In June 2024, a newspaper headline proclaimed: “War in the woods battlegrounds will be preserved.” The article described the establishment of ten new conservancies in areas including old-​growth forests and unique ecosystems. Representing the Ahousaht First Nation, Tyson Atleo said, “We will see [Tree Farm Licence 54] on Meares Island actively become real legislated protected areas for the first time in history.”34

			Barkley Community Forest

			Few loggers reside in and around Ucluelet today. Those who do mainly work because of the Barkley Community Forest Limited Partnership, which is jointly owned by the Toquaht Nation and the District of Ucluelet. Barkley Community Forest Corporation was incorporated in 2011. It operates under a volunteer board of directors, and contracts out to a general contractor and other staff. Logging contractors are expected to adhere to Barkley Community Forest’s high standards.

			When this partnership was formed, Ucluelet’s then mayor, Dianne St. Jacques, enthused: “This has been a dream that we have envisioned for more than a decade.”35 Anne Mack, Chief of the Toquaht Nation, agreed, stating: “I’m looking forward to the opportunities that the new community forest will provide to our community.” She cited more power over land management, as well as increased economic and employment opportunities.36 The previous Chief, Anne Mack’s father, Bert Mack, spent many years laying the groundwork for the joint venture.37

			The sustainable logging brings needed funds into both communities. Former Ucluelet mayor Mayco Noel described the partnership as “one way we’ve been able to maintain our forestry roots, even though we’ve diversified our economy by focusing on tourism.”38

		
	
		
			 Chapter 19 Shopping on the West Coast

			Bringing goods to the isolated western coast of Vancouver Island was sometimes a challenge. In the early days, when the sea was the only link with the outside world, “boat days” were eagerly anticipated. The steamships supplied local stores and filled individual orders. When their whistles sounded coming into Ucluelet Harbour, people swarmed to the wharf.

			As kids, we tried to save up money from our allowances or part-​time jobs in case we got a chance to go to Port Alberni, or even to the larger cities of Victoria or Vancouver. Trips out of town on the Maquinna or Uchuck were exciting because of both the destination and the on-board wares. Some of us chose comics and candy. Others went for healthier fare. There were no fresh tomatoes available in Ucluelet back then; Frank Hillier said that when he had his first tomato and lettuce sandwich aboard the Uchuck, he couldn’t believe it. They were twenty-​five cents a sandwich and he blew most of his cash there and then.

			Most residents rarely visited the city, but it was always exciting when things from the city came to us. Ann Matterson recalled: “It was so trying to wait for items you wanted to come on the boat from Victoria and the village had a feeling of a birthday party when the mail came on the boat.”1

			All sorts of items, including large quantities of groceries, could be ordered from Victoria stores or Woodward’s in Vancouver. In the late 1940s, Woodward’s and Overwaitea opened stores in Port Alberni. Orders were phoned or mailed in, and sent out on the next boat, no shipping charge. What you didn’t want you just sent back. Orders could be picked up at the dock, or delivered by Murray Payne, who drove a truck for Imperial Oil.

			Buying shoes sight unseen was a bit of a gamble. For Woodward’s orders, our mothers would trace our feet onto brown paper, and send it off with a request for dressy shoes, school shoes or running shoes. Some results were better than others. When a pair of green suede slip-on shoes with little leather bows arrived for me, I fell instantly in love—so much so that I crammed my feet into them like Cinderella’s stepsister, insisting they fit perfectly. I suffered some terrible blisters.

			There was also catalogue shopping, with ordered items delivered by boat. Many a local child pored over the Sears and Eaton’s catalogues, circling coveted items. The Sears Wish Book was aptly named.
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					Serving locals who needed cash for their shopping needs, the first Canadian Imperial Bank of Commerce was conveniently located on Peninsula Road, close to Main Street hill. Ann Branscombe
				
			In later years, Noni Godfrey ran a Sears outlet in the building that was once Phil Thornton’s hardware store. The addition to that building housed popular restaurants like Blueberries and the Blue Room, and is now a Mexican restaurant called Papi’s Cantina.

			Madden’s General Store

			One of Ucluelet’s first stores, Lee’s General Store, was built by Edwin “Ned” Lee around 1904. From its inception, the store was the social centre of the community. Vince Madden, nephew of Ned Lee’s wife, bought the store just before World War II, renaming it Madden’s General Store. With all the air force personnel stationed in Ucluelet during the war, Madden’s business boomed.
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					Lee’s General Store (later Madden’s General Store, now the Crow’s Nest) was the hub of the community. D’Arcy Thompson
				
			In the late ’40s, Don Hillier started working at the store. In true general store style, staff served customers from behind the counters. In the late 1950s, the layout became more of a self-​serve setup, but the personal touch remained. Don became a partner in the business in 1959, and the two men created V.J. Madden and Company Ltd. Don bought Vince out in 1964 and ran the business with his wife, Betty.

			As documented in Chapter 7, Don Hillier, along with several others, died in a tragic accident in 1969. Betty Hillier was left with five children and the store. She learned to do the bookkeeping, and Margaret Thompson, in what she later described as a big learning curve, took over as manager. Margaret had started working at Madden’s in 1953, at the age of eighteen. She mastered the intricacies of purchasing and pricing and went on from there. Margaret bought the store from Betty in 1972.

			Margaret and long-​time employee Ethel Hillier (wife of Don’s uncle Pete) served customers from behind Ned’s substantial counter. Hardware was on the left, and the butcher shop was at the back of the store. Margaret later said, “I could cut a mean porkchop and make hamburger with the best of them,” but she closed the butcher shop in 1975. “When it came to packing sides of beef around, I just thought enough was enough.”2

			During his stint working at Madden’s as a teenager, Dennis Craig was directed to paint the outside trim on the storefront. “To reach the outer edge of the false front, I tied a rope around the chimney and the other end around my waist. I would then fill the brush with paint and swing out on the rope and slap paint on the trim as I swung by. Got her done.”3

			Madden’s closed as a general store after some eighty-​four years of business, when Margaret sold the store to Jan Draeseke in 1988. Margaret felt sad, recognizing the closure as the end of an era, but she was ready for a break, having gone seventeen years without a holiday.

			Jan renamed the store the Crow’s Nest. Her business, previously owned and operated by Gwen Lattimer, was originally a stationery supply store in Davison Plaza. After Jan bought Madden’s, she eventually expanded the store to incorporate the area that once housed the post office. Merchandise now includes souvenirs, clothing, books and artwork, but the character of Madden’s General Store has been lovingly maintained. Wares sit on the shelves built by Ned Lee, and Jan and staff serve customers from behind the original wooden counter.

			Parkin’s Shoe Store

			Jim Parkin arrived in Ucluelet after enlisting in the RCAF. His grandson Gordon later related: “Grandma said they had a hard time finding it on the map and even then didn’t really know where it was—just a long way from Regina.”4

			Jim Parkin had trained in harness repair in England, and then shoe repair in the military, and was noted for the quality of his work. The loggers of Ucluelet all agreed that when Jim fixed their workboots, they were better than new.
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					Jim and Annie Parkin’s stores were a welcome addition to the community. UAHS Archives
				
			Next door to the shoe store was Jim’s wife Annie’s business, the Vogue Style Shop. She imported the latest fashions, including the poodle skirts of the 1950s. Her dress shop was in the former BC Provincial Police station—apropos for her previous career as RCMP matron. The Parkin family lived next to their shops on Peninsula Road. Their house would later be moved back to make room for the construction of Davison Plaza.
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					Agnes Tugwell and daughter Ruth, circa 1954, in front of the combined bakery and gift shop. UAHS Archives
				
			Jim and Annie Parkin always considered Ucluelet home, even after relocating to Nanaimo because of Jim’s health problems. Then Betty Poole ran the shoe store, and she and her husband, Richard, took over the Vogue shop for their real estate and insurance businesses.

			Ruth’s Gift Shop

			Ruth’s Gift Shop sat at the top of Main Street. The original building housed a bakery run by Tom and Agnes Tugwell, and their daughter Ruth sold ladies’ wear in a corner of the bakery. In 1949, the Tugwells added onto the building so Ruth could open a gift shop. When the bakery closed in 1958, Ruth took over the whole building. Back in the day, Ruth’s was the go-to place for buying gifts. Husbands went there to purchase a frilly blouse, stockings or nighties for their wives at Christmas and birthdays. We kids went there to buy fancy soaps or ceramic ornaments for our moms for any occasion requiring a gift. I still have the purple-​cow milk jug I bought for my mom. When my brothers broke it in a pillow fight, Mom glued it together and put it back on the mantel.

			Wedding showers in town invariably provided the bride-to-be with a stack of boxed embroidered pillowcases and assorted dainty china cups and saucers from Ruth’s. After fifty-​plus years of marriage, I am still using some of those gifts. Going into Ruth’s Gift Shop always felt like an occasion; she gave full attention to your mission and knew your mother’s preferences. Minnie Lee, another kind and lovely presence in the shop, worked there for many years. Margaret Thompson vouched for the store’s customer service. For example, Minnie called her to say she should come in to check out a new shipment of dresses because, “Margaret, one of them is you!” Ruth and Minnie were understanding and discreet when we young teens sidled into the store to buy our first bra or girdle (for our skinny frames) to hold up our nylon stockings.

			In 1962, business was thriving and Ruth built a new shop next door, with an apartment in the back. That building later housed various health services. Ruth rented out the storefront below to Brooks’ Pharmacy, and many other businesses took over the space in subsequent years.

			Brooks’ Pharmacy not only filled prescriptions but also sold myriad wares, including fine jewellery and beauty supplies. I clearly picture my early-​teen self sitting in school, waiting for class to start, when a fellow student rushed in to call out, “Shirley! Brooks’ have brought in Freckle Cream! Are you going to buy some?”

			The original Tugwell’s Bakery and Ruth’s Gift Shop building has housed many businesses over the years, including Gary’s Shoes, the Pincushion sewing supplies, Ray Vose’s electronics repair shop and Ron Coulson’s electrical appliance store. (I can still recall the excitement of buying my first Beatles 45 record there in the mid-​1960s.) In later years, the building was home to the Sandpiper craft co-operative.

			Ucluelet Co-Op
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					Andy Ryttersgaard’s general store, which was bought out by the Co-op, was an ideal spot to watch the annual parades. Margaret Thompson
				
			Andy Ryttersgaard had a general store at the top of Main Street. The attached butcher shop, run by Mr. Holgate, had a separate outside stairway and entry. He advertised it as “One of the Most Modern Butcher Shops on Vancouver Island,” with “all meat kept under refrigeration.” The Ucluelet Consumers Co-operative Association (the Co-op) bought the stores, and the association was incorporated on October 5, 1956. It provided employment for many locals. Anne Gudbranson worked there in the 1960s, when the dress code forbade slacks, and she and other young ladies unloaded the trucks dressed in frocks and crinolines.

			The Co-op has gone through many renovations and expansion over the years. It is now supplemented by its gas bar, car wash and corner store near the outskirts of town. The main store remains a community hub where you can multi-​task, catching up on the latest goings-on while doing your weekly (or daily) shop.
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					Ucluelet Co-op staff posed for opening day in 1960. Teenage employees included (kneeling, left to right) my brother Robbie Baird and Michael Smith, on either side of Mary Kimoto. UAHS Archives
				
			Roy and Murray Payne

			The Payne brothers both ran Ucluelet stores. Roy Payne commercial fished for many years, then ran a pool hall and barbershop down by the Lodge, before building a store with living quarters above, on Peninsula Road. (The building now houses the award-​winning Pluvio Restaurant, which took over from the also highly acclaimed Norwoods Restaurant.) Roy’s Clothing and Sporting Goods carried a variety of products. Our fathers could buy fishing licences, a dress shirt with natty co-ordinated tie, rubber boots and shotgun shells, all in a one-​stop shopping experience. Roy later changed his store to Roy’s Gift Shop, where he and wife Agnes sold souvenirs and collectibles, many of them handmade by Roy from resin, local shells and driftwood.

			Next door to Roy’s was Murray’s Grocery, built by Roy’s brother Murray Payne in 1971. Murray was also the local Standard Oil agent. Behind the store was the house where Murray, wife Gloria and family lived. Despite having ten children, they always had room for more. It was a fun and welcoming home to hang out in. Murray eventually sold his store to Al Trodden. Riley Varns owned it after that. Roy and Agnes’s son Bill later took over his uncle Murray’s convenience store and ran it for many years, carrying on the Payne family tradition.

			What was once Murray’s Grocery now houses the Redd Fish Restoration Stewardship Centre.

			Jim’s Corner Store

			Jim Forbes brought his wife Irene and children Marlene and Ron to Ucluelet when he was stationed as a cook at the seaplane base during World War II. They remained afterwards, Jim saying he had relocated enough during the war and was ready to stay put. Jim was an experienced chef, having run his own restaurant in Saskatoon. After leaving the forces, Jim ran the cookhouse at Kennedy Lake Division logging camp when it opened, then worked on the logging roads. When he opened Jim’s Corner Store in June 1961, the plan was for Irene and Marlene to run it. Business was so good that Jim quit MacMillan Bloedel to manage the store. Irene later ran both a fabric store and a shoe store. Jim’s Corner Store changed hands over the years, and was run for a time by Dick and Rena Nitsui. It now houses the Westcoast Connect shipping company as well as a physiotherapy office.

			The Wreckage

			Next to Murray’s stands another Ucluelet landmark, the Wreckage. This iconic building was the vision of Norma Baillie, and was built by Bruce Atkey. Norma was a home-​economics teacher at Ucluelet Secondary School. I developed a passion for sewing under her tutelage in the 1960s. She taught with an eye for precision but was open to our need for artistic expression in our clothing styles. Norma, or Mrs. Baillie, as we called her back then, was always professionally dressed in suits and low heels, with carefully coiffed hair. Later, running the Wreckage, she was free to express her liberated self, and I always loved her funky clothes and long, free-​flowing grey tresses. In the Wreckage, she carried an eclectic assortment, including First Nations art, a wide selection of books, treasures from the sea, and her own woven creations. When Norma had her yearly half-​price book sale, the lineups stretched down Peninsula Road.

			It was always a treat to visit Norma in her store, where the cozy wood stove welcomed visitors to stop and chat awhile. Eventually, she moved up to Hot Springs Cove to run her floating store. The store was later towed down to Ucluelet and placed in her backyard.

			Other businesses have lived in the Wreckage, including Image West, Playground of the Senses, Gryphon’s Lair, and a flower and gift shop called Compass. The building presently houses Manke Kayak, a canoe and kayak store, museum and workshop.

			Davison Plaza

			Al Davison and his second wife, Rose (a former commercial fisherwoman), put in Davison Plaza in the 1970s. Many popular businesses have been located there over the years, including Dicey’s Bakery, Miriam Manuel’s Dress Shop (which was later taken over by Karen Severinson), Pat Taron’s camera store, the Place furniture and appliance store, Carol McBrine’s Treasure Chest jewellery store, and the original Crow’s Nest. When the Place relocated, it freed up space in Davison Plaza for the post office to move up the hill from Madden’s General Store, as well as room for a North Island College centre. Over the years, old businesses were replaced by new, including a hairdresser, a laundromat, government offices, the Barkley Café, Signy Cohen’s Reflecting Spirit Gallery, and the Cedar Grill restaurant (once Roman’s).

			The Place

			When Dave Taron bought out Ron Coulson’s Westway Furniture, which had been located in what was once Phil Thornton’s hardware store on Peninsula, he intended to name the business “the Plaza,” owing to the new location in Davison Plaza. However, the co-owner’s penmanship was unclear on the paperwork, so it became “the Place.” Dave and family members built a large complex called West Ucluelet Mall on the corner of Peninsula and Norah, and Dave relocated the Place there, next to the Gray Whale Deli, owned by his brother-in-law and sister-in-law, Brian and Kathleen Congdon.

			When Dave and his beloved business partner, mother-in-law Ada Dougan (whom he referred to as “the boss”), closed the store in 2020, Dave had sold furniture, appliances and electronics for forty-​three years.

			Gone are the days of waiting for steamships to arrive with packages and parcels. Thankfully, we have no big-​box stores here in town, but a paved highway connects us to unlimited shopping choices. For even greater convenience, there is the internet. But shopping locally supports our friends and neighbours, creating connections in this town we love to call home.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 20 Answering the Call

			Charles Mclean was the first medical doctor in the Ucluelet area. He arrived in the early 1900s with his wife, Sarah, and children, settling in a house built for them on the Hitacu reserve. Dr. Mclean delivered granddaughter Sheila to his daughter, Sarah Thompson. Sheila (whose surname became Mead-​Miller) later said she sometimes travelled with her grandfather on his rounds, waiting outside homes while he tended to the inhabitants. Her grandfather didn’t want her exposed to common contagious illnesses of the time, like tuberculosis. Dr. Mclean covered a wide area, hiking rough trails, beaches and headlands, and rowing up to the head of Ucluelet Inlet. He sometimes rowed or sailed across treacherous waters as far as Cape Beale Lighthouse.

			After Dr. Mclean retired to Victoria in the early 1920s, Ucluelet had intermittent doctors, including Lily Kvarno’s brother Dr. Guy Palmer, Dr. Bavis from Port Renfrew, Dr. D.C. McDevitt and Dr. Swinden.

			West coast residents needing hospital care were usually transported by steamship. The Princess Maquinna had a nurse aboard, and stewards provided seasick passengers with buckets when needed.

			During World War II, the Ucluelet base had a doctor who would see to civilians, but priority went to members of the forces. Sheila Mead-​Miller recalled going into labour before she had time to go to Port Alberni. The doctor at the base was called, and arrived with a younger visiting doctor in tow, one who was nervous and “didn’t know too much about ladies.” When they got there, son Michael had already been born, with the assistance of his father Ken. When the older doctor didn’t sterilize the scissors to cut the cord, the younger doctor glared disapprovingly. Sheila said the younger doctor came back later with a sulfa pill, thinking “maybe that would offset the damage. I got a great kick out of that.”1

			
					
					[image: ]
					Dr. Swinden posing with some tools. Hopefully, none were used as surgical instruments! Rhondda Porter
				
			The government wharf was a common site of injuries. When Margaret Thompson was nine, she fell off the wharf; her brother D’Arcy called down to her, “Don’t drop your new fishing line!” Someone dove in, retrieved Margaret and drove her to the seaplane base. After dealing with three pilots (also soaking wet, having crashed their plane in the harbour), the doctor attended to Margaret’s broken collarbone.

			In 1947, Frank Hillier fell off the wharf while riding his bike. He said, “I tried to fly,” but he hit the fender block below. Dr. Monteith set Frank’s broken arm at Tofino Hospital, took X-rays and sent them out of town. They came back with the official evaluation that Dr. Monteith had done “the best he could.” The bones healed well.

			When Roger Gudbranson, at age ten, fell off the government wharf and broke his arm, there was no doctor around, so he was flown by float plane to Port Alberni for medical attention. Roger recalled that on the follow-up flight to have the cast removed, the plane skimmed low over the water below dense fog. The doctor used what looked like a Skilsaw to cut off the cast. “He only nicked me once,” said Roger.2

			When Reggie Johnson accidentally drove a pickup truck off the Whiskey Dock, he went straight to the bottom and kicked a window out to escape. Dr. McDiarmid escorted him up the wharf to the clinic.

			In the early days, dentists were scarcer than doctors. During World War II, locals were often able to go to the air force dentist stationed at Long Beach, who stated: “I always take anybody from Ucluelet or Tofino if they are in any kind of emergency.” He wanted to save them trips to Port Alberni: “I’ve been seasick so many times on that trip myself, they have all my sympathy.”3

			At times, Ucluelet actively campaigned to attract a resident dentist. They advertised at North American dental colleges, hoping a newly graduated dentist might settle on the west coast.

			When I was a child, there was a visiting dentist. I don’t recall his name. I do vividly recall the huge needles and the horrific smell, noise and vibration of the drill. My mother was dubious about this particular dentist from the get-go. He had very shaky hands. When he stuck a needle right through a child’s cheek, my mom said to my dad, “That’s it! We are taking the kids to a dentist out of town!”

			Residents Step Up

			When there was no available doctor, women of Ucluelet took charge of health care. Some of them had previously worked as nurses.

			Annie Parkin, proprietor of the Vogue Style Shop, freely offered her nursing services as needed. Most of her collection of 175 cups and saucers was given to her as thanks for such help. Annie was regularly called to Hitacu for assistance, and given fish and crafts in appreciation. One stormy evening, she was needed in Port Albion and Pete Hillier took her across by boat. Annie fell overboard. Annie’s grandson Gordon recalled: “Pete hauled her out by her left arm thereby saving her life but breaking her arm. After she caught her breath (and no doubt straightened her hat as she was never without one!), she said, ‘Well, let’s get on with it, Pete, I don’t use my left arm much anyway.’”4

			The Parkins’ home sometimes served as a makeshift mortuary. Annie told her grandchildren stories “of people passing away, being brought to the house and put on the dining table to be washed before being taken to wherever they went from there. She spoke of one evening she had a fellow on the table in the dining room and there was a knock on the door. A young airman was looking for help as his wife had injured herself. Grandma asked him in while she got her coat and hat from the closet. When she came out, he said, ‘Mrs. Parkin, there is someone lying on your table.’ Grandma replied, ‘Oh, he’s dead, don’t worry about him.’ She said, ‘The silly boy just slid down the wall in a dead faint, I had to wake him up before I could go help his wife.’”5

			Agnes Tugwell was a former registered nurse who often provided health care to her own family as well as other Ucluelet residents. When eight-​year-​old Emmie May Binns was severely injured, her family quickly called for help from the neighbouring “Mrs. Tug.” The Binns family had a barrel of water which was pumped up from their well, then heated by the cookstove. The kids called the barrel “Big.” It was atop a large box. Emmie had sat on the corner of the box and bumped the bung (plug) out of the barrel. Both her legs had been badly scalded. Agnes Tugwell poured carron oil on Emmie’s legs and wrapped them in cloths, returning every day to add more oil.6 “I was in bed on a sort of frame father Binns made,” Emmie stated. “This went on for weeks.” Then “Mrs. Tug came and told me she was going to unwrap my legs, and every day she came with tweezers and lifted off bits of the old skin—took a long time. But never left a scar on either leg.”7

			Emmie also recounted that years later Pat Thompson was very ill with double pneumonia. Emmie sat with her each day, and Agnes Tugwell sat with her each night, putting mustard poultices on her. “It was life or death,” Emmie wrote, adding: “Pat lived.”8

			Many other Ucluelet residents provided health care as needed over the years, including RNs such as Ruth Wadden, and my mother Chris Baird, who volunteered with the public health nurse, Myrt Saxton.

			Tofino Hospitals

			In 1934, Dr. John Robertson came to Tofino and spearheaded the building of a hospital on land donated by Roland Brinkman and Captain Alex Macleod. The provincial government covered 40 percent of the cost. The local communities went into high gear, determined to raise the needed 60 percent.

			Members of the Ladies’ Hospital Aid put on dances, bazaars, bake sales and raffles. They also sewed up a storm, creating bed linens, curtains and other needed items for the hospital-to-be. At a fundraiser vaudeville show, one of the more dramatic events of the evening was Dr. Robertson’s trapeze act—he hit a rafter and broke a rib.

			The necessary funds were raised, and the hospital was built by dedicated volunteers. A Port Alberni mill donated a scow load of lumber. The local ladies served huge lunches to the labourers, who took only a few months to finish the building. To fit the budget, the new facility was heated by wood stoves, had a coal-​fired kitchen range, and was lit by Coleman lamps. By 1936, the two-​storey hospital was operational.

			The early patients paid a dollar a day and had to bring their own “nurse,” usually a family member. The Ladies’ Hospital Aid continued fundraising, while doing some cleaning and cooking in the hospital. Dr. Robertson’s wife, Marguerite, assisted her husband with operations he performed on a table he had built himself. Before long, the hospital had not only a doctor, but three nurses, with a residence provided for them nearby.

			The eighteen-​bed Tofino Hospital was well used by residents of Tofino, Ucluelet and surrounding areas, until disaster struck. On Sunday, May 11, 1952, the hospital caught fire. The news soon reached St. Columba Church, where the service abruptly halted as everyone rushed to the scene.

			Delegates attending a Masonic Lodge meeting joined the volunteer firefighters in rescuing patients from the burning building. The Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade arrived over the rough gravel road in a record thirty-​five minutes to assist. Limited water supply hampered efforts to extinguish the fire. Some records and medical equipment were saved, but the building was destroyed in under two hours.

			Six patients, including an expectant mother, and a mother and newborn, escaped unharmed. Victor Kimola, in his book Long Beach Knights, describes his mother’s escape: “She burst out of the building and into the early morning of fresh air and firemen bravely battling the blaze without hesitation, until they spotted a small smoldering pregnant woman amongst their midst.”9 Victor’s soon-to-be father, a Tofino volunteer fireman, “was astonished to see his short Scottish wife emerging from Dante’s inferno,” and said to her, “Good God…what are you doing in this burning building?”
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					The Tofino Hospital fire of May 11, 1952, was a west coast catastrophe. Ken Gibson
				
			Margaret replied, “That’s what I would like to know,” before being whisked away to safety, and giving birth to her third son, Victor.

			The nurses’ residence was commandeered as a makeshift hospital, and a surplus building was donated for temporary use.

			The New Hospital

			Fundraising began again in earnest. But first, Ucluelet and Tofino vied to be the site of the new hospital. At the time, Ucluelet had a larger population. However, Tofino had more outlying First Nations communities, giving it the larger overall population to be served. When a Ucluelet committee argued it would be more affordable to renovate an old RCAF building in Ucluelet, then health minister Eric Martin responded that Ucluelet could have its own hospital if it met “all necessary pre-​construction requirements.”10 Meanwhile, the government would proceed with the construction of a new hospital in Tofino.

			Land for the site was donated by the Garrard and Monks families. The Ladies’ Hospital Aid carried on with bazaars, bake sales and dances. A fashion show held in Ucluelet was a large draw, with burly males donning showy getups, including two-​piece bathing suits and lingerie. The ever-​supportive Padre Leighton was one of the models.

			When there was a shortfall of funds, many locals put up their homes, and in some cases their boats, as loan collateral. The target amount was reached by the deadline. The new Tofino Hospital officially opened on August 12, 1954, with over a thousand people gathered at the grand opening. Health Minister Eric Martin acknowledged the “remarkable community spirit,” stating: “This can certainly be claimed a people’s hospital.”11

			When Dr. Gordon Fyffe, resident doctor at the new hospital, left, Dr. Howard McDiarmid took over, also providing office hours in Ucluelet and Tofino. After several years, Dr. Wheeldon came in to assist him.

			A residence was provided to encourage nurses to come to the area. Nurse Vaida Siga recalled an influx of newly trained nurses from Ontario in the 1970s. There were no screens on the windows, and when Vaida was on-shift she would sometimes hear the young nurses screaming, “Vaida, they’ve done it again!” Some local kids liked to “welcome” the new nurses by throwing snakes through the windows. The nurses would cover Vaida’s shift while she cleared their rooms of snakes.

			Over the years, many dedicated doctors have served Tofino, Ucluelet and surrounding areas, including Dr. Fast, Dr. Henderson, Dr. Killins, Dr. Foulkes, Dr. O’Brien and Dr. Frazee.

			Many babies were born at Tofino General Hospital over the years, including my own. (My first daughter was delivered by a locum from Vancouver, my second by a doctor/fisherman who lived on an island off Tofino.) Vaida Siga recalled that every full moon brought excitement, with up to three women in labour at the same time. I, like so many other new mothers, had not only expert doctor care, but the skilled support of nurses like Midori Matley, Phoebe Jensen and others. Many west coast babies were named Midori after that lovely lady.

			In 1989, Tofino Hospital opened a new birth room, created with funds donated by several Tofino and Ucluelet businesses and individuals. At that time, then hospital administrator Frank Van Eynde estimated that between forty-​five and fifty babies were delivered each year at the hospital.

			In 2007, Tofino Hospital cancelled its obstetrics program, citing a declining number of local births and a critical nursing shortage. At the writing of this book, expectant mothers have to go elsewhere for their deliveries.

			In 2018, a welcome banner was unveiled to celebrate a traditional First Nations cleansing ceremony. The hospital was given a Nuu-​chah-​nulth name, Šaaḥyitsapaquwił, meaning “a place where people go to get well.”12

			Ucluelet Medical Centre

			In the early days, visiting doctors saw patients in a rented room with a kerosene heater in the corner, on the main floor of Binns’ Barn. Paper-​thin walls meant there was no such thing as privacy. When it came to medical conditions, nothing was sacred—the set-up was somewhat akin to the “party line” telephone system.
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					Ucluelet’s present District Office, the Lyche Building, was originally built as a medical centre. UAHS Archives
				
			Ucluelet’s present District Office, the Lyche Building, was a project of the Ucluelet Centennial Committee, for the 1958 centennial. The group received a grant of approximately $500, as the population of Ucluelet was 499 at the time. With costs projected to be at least $15,000, fundraising and donations were a necessity. The Ucluelet Centennial Committee consisted of individuals from many Ucluelet non-​profit groups.
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					Before the construction of the Lyche Building, Myrt Saxton (second from left in this 1957 photo) taught home nursing classes in local residences. UAHS Archives
				
			The building was constructed with volunteer labour, under the capable direction of paid project foreman Walter Huser. Someone was always running to Phil Thornton’s hardware store for more nails. Ann Branscombe recalls her brother-in-law Johnny Gerbrandt coming home from driving school bus, going straight over to the building and pounding nails until dark.

			The building was used for years as a medical and dental centre. Dedicated public health nurses Myrt Saxton, Donna Turner and Vaida Siga provided public health care from that building. The structure was later expanded to include a public library. The Village of Ucluelet had the use of one long room and was in charge of collecting rent from the doctors, public-​health and dentist programs. As the rent increased, they had to move out, with the Village gradually taking over the building.

			The medical offices moved from place to place, including what was originally Ruth Hillier’s apartment next to Ruth’s Gift Shop, and the building now housing Blackberry Cove Marketplace. The clinic presently in the complex near the credit union will soon move to a new facility on the outskirts of town.

			The Cemetery

			The Sutton brothers donated land for Ucluelet Cemetery. A Mr. Williams, who lived nearby, suggested a cemetery there, and was the first one to be buried there. Phyllis Binns described going to her uncle George Binns’s burial as a child, at which “the funeral procession was an adventure in itself.” The coffin was taken up the inlet by boat to await the arrival of the town’s one ox, “which had been coaxed along the mile-​and-a-half corduroy road between the village and the head of the bay.” The remains were then loaded onto a type of sled called a stone boat, which the ox hauled up a three-​kilometre rough trail to the graveyard. “It seemed to us such a lonely place to leave poor Uncle George,” Phyllis stated. Now, of course, Ucluelet Cemetery is not only easily reached by car but has many more residents.

			George Jackson, an early Long Beach homesteader and telegraph lineman, probably has the most unique plot in the cemetery. He wanted to be buried upright. After George’s death in 1930, his friends drank to the deceased with beer he had provided. Then they blasted a deep vertical hole with dynamite. George was interred, as requested, in an upright position.

			The ground at the cemetery got very soggy in the rain. Ken Gibson described one interment where there was so much water that his father told the minister to “cut out the glory part and speed things up.” Halfway through the service, the coffin floated, then flipped over. “Reverend Leighton just kept on reading from the good book.”

			The Nameplate Project

			Over the years, many simple wooden crosses disintegrated in the weather. There were about forty unmarked graves in Ucluelet Cemetery. Talia Corlazzoli and Matteo Ludlow decided to “recognize, respect and honour the people that used to live in our community.”13 The teenage cousins, guided by District employee Wanda McAvoy, went through old records to find death dates of the deceased. With the help of Talia’s father, Dario, they created forty cement crosses, using gravel donated by Dave Ennis. They then glued nameplates, paid for by the Clayoquot Biosphere Trust, onto the crosses. In 2019, the two caring teens completed their project after three years of work.

			Education

			In the early 1900s, Alice Lyche started teaching three or four students in the living room of her home. When there were nine students, a school (with outhouses) was built where the Lyche Building now stands. Sheila Mead-​Miller related that several local settlers took children from an orphanage into their homes to bring the attendance up to the required number. Eventually, a blanket divided the main room into two classrooms, one for Grades One to Four, and one for Grades Five to Eight. Those students wanting to carry on with their schooling did so through correspondence or boarded out in Port Alberni or beyond.
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					Presbyterians built the first school in the area, as well as a mission house, at the Ucluelet First Nations site of hitac̓u. UAHS Archives
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					Alice Lyche, who originally taught a small number of children in her home, is shown standing with students in front of the first Ucluelet school. UAHS Archives
				
			Settlers gathered to make needed improvements. In 1911, “a stumping bee was held at the Ucluelet school house to clear the ground in order to make a playground for the children. The settlement turned out in full force and spent a very enjoyable day.”14

			Sheila Mead-​Miller described Alice Lyche as “a tremendously good teacher. It was good she was here, the children needed her, but she could have done so much in the world.”15 Students from across the bay rowed over daily in a large canoe. Mrs. Mead-​Miller recalled rowing herself up the harbour to school when she was nine years old and lived at Spring Cove.

			Pete Hillier enthused that his early teacher was the “only woman I’ve ever seen that could rock in a rocking chair and read at the same time,” adding that she used to correct the students’ grammar, “but never in front of their friends.”16

			Stapleby School

			In 1911, when many newcomers settled at the head of the inlet in Stapleby, it was quite a hike to Ucluelet, especially for children. A school was built at the corner of what is now the Pacific Rim Highway and the Willowbrae Trail. The one-​room school opened in around 1914, serving students from Grades One to Eight. For a time, it had a higher enrollment than the school in Ucluelet proper.

			Many of the children walked for kilometres along boardwalks to the school. Once there, they did chores, including cleaning the blackboard, sweeping the floor and chopping kindling for the wood stove. They also drew water with a bucket on a rope, from a very deep well. My aunt Mary Baird (née Karn) recalled, “As kids we used to drop a rock in and hear it drop.”17 The school had an outside privy, and there was no school janitor.

			Aunt Mary said some of the teachers were very strict. As was common in those days, the strap was used daily, so she kept her eyes on her books to stay out of trouble. The organ at Stapleby School was put to good use when the students entertained their families with concerts.
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					Ucluelet’s second school was built on the site of its first school, where the District Office presently stands. Edwards Family
				
			Eventually, the number of pupils in Stapleby School dropped. George Grant tried to keep the school open, several times advertising for a new teacher, with the prerequisite that the teacher would also provide students: “Wanted—Male teacher with children of school age, for Ucluelet Arm School. Apply G.W. Grant, secretary, Stapleby P.O. BC.”18

			When the school closed a few years after the war because of dwindling enrollment, the remaining students went by boat to the school at Ucluelet East, later called Port Albion.

			Ucluelet’s Two-​Room School

			With an influx of Japanese Canadian families, the settlement of Ucluelet needed a larger school to house all the children. The board of education supplied some materials. Money was donated by locals, including the Japanese Canadian Society. The Shimizu brothers, skilled boatbuilders and carpenters, oversaw the project. The new two-​room school stood on the site of the present-​day District Office. Japanese Canadian fishermen helped build the school, which was completed in the fall of 1925. For many years, Mrs. Clark taught the lower grades, and Mr. Noble the older ones. In 1928, there were thirty students, many of them Japanese Canadians.

			In 1944, there were approximately twenty pupils in the Ucluelet School, and the teacher taught Grades One to Seven for a yearly salary of $1,100. In February 1945, a teacher was urgently sought through an ad: “Apply by night or day letter, stating salary required and qualifications.”19 Terry Smith recalled that Skeet Haines, a bounty hunter, used the big old deciduous trees outside the school to hang cougars on after he’d shot them, making for an atypical school playground.

			Hitacu Day School

			Although some of the Hitacu children were sent away to schools such as the Alberni Residential School, many of them attended the day school started by the early Presbyterian missionaries. Teachers usually resided at the school. The original building was eventually replaced by a Quonset hut.

			Olwen Watt, a young teacher from Wales, had a brief stint teaching in Ontario’s snowy north before returning to her home country. In 1958, a friend told Olwen about a job on Canada’s West Coast and she applied. Upon arrival in Vancouver, she learned there was no road to her new home. At Port Alberni, she boarded a float plane bound for Ucluelet. Olwen said that “to get on the plane was quite a chore,”20 with her legs confined by the pencil skirt of her stylish suit. Her luggage was left behind, to be sent on later.

			Arriving at the government wharf in Ucluelet, Olwen was met by Charlie McCarthy in his fishboat. He took her “way across the water”21 to the Hitacu reserve and up a path to the school. There, a teacher from Toronto named Mary Hoskin was all packed up, ready to leave. Olwen didn’t feel ready to take charge of the school, so Mary stayed on. Olwen and Mary taught fifty-​one Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ students that year, grouped in two separate classes. The students attended up to age fifteen.

			The two teachers shared a room above the school. There was an outside privy and no running water. Charlie McCarthy’s daughter Edith welcomed Olwen and they became lifelong friends. Eventually, Olwen and Mary moved across to Ucluelet, finding accommodation with running water. Lawrence Ives transported them back and forth daily to the school on his fishboat.

			Olwen first met her husband, Bill, one rainy day when he arrived at the door of the Quonset hut to deliver something. She and Mary invited him in. “Oh no,” he said, “I’ve got to get cleaned up first.” He soon returned, with a book of poetry tucked under one arm.

			Bill had arrived in Ucluelet in 1946 aboard the Maquinna to visit a friend for a week or two. He fell in love with the area and stayed on. Bill drove logging truck for Saunders, later dispatching logging trucks for MacMillan and Bloedel. Olwen, originally a home-​economics teacher, took on that role at Ucluelet High School when she and Bill were married. Soon after she left the school at the reserve, it closed down, and in 1964 the students began attending school in Ucluelet, transported across the water by Charlie McCarthy’s son Alec in his boat the Jalna.

			Olwen later taught at Ucluelet Elementary School. My daughters both benefited from her gentle guidance and lovely lilting voice during their kindergarten years.

			Port Albion School

			The Port Albion school, also known as Ucluelet East school, was situated on Sutton Road. Over the years, there were ongoing struggles to keep this school open. In the early days, the Whipp family enrolled their five-​year-​old daughter to make up the necessary number so the school wouldn’t close. Efforts focused on a registration of fifteen students, although regular attendance was considerably smaller.

			In 1923, the teacher at Ucluelet East school was paid $1,000 per year, with partially furnished accommodation available for six dollars a month. A janitor cleaned, and the teacher was responsible for keeping the wood stove going. Despite the school’s forested locale, firewood was described as “difficult to obtain.”22 C. Winfield Matheson, the teacher in 1923, expressed concern about the children’s safety: “A one-​plank sidewalk is the way over which the children have to come to school and return. This is really dangerous as they are always liable to fall off and injure themselves. The government should attend to this at once.”23

			By 1928, the salary had increased by twenty dollars a month.

			When the Bridal family arrived in Port Albion in 1944, their six children boosted the student population. Lloyd Bridal recalled the first teacher as “an older no-nonsense lady,” adding: “I don’t know if she retired or we all drove her crazy.”24 He described the next teacher, Miss Pitt, as “a beautiful young gal with long dark hair,” who was “overall…a lot of fun.” On one occasion, Miss Pitt and Margaret Doiron decided to ride down Doiron’s Hill in wheelbarrows pushed by Lloyd and his brother Chuck. En route, they encountered sixty-​five-​year-​old Albert Jacobs heading up the hill. “Instantly, he threw his barrow into the ditch and jumped into the ditch as well and let us go roaring by. He said he never saw the like in his life.”25

			Lloyd recalled that Miss Pitt could easily be talked into taking the students for walks in the woods, which they all enjoyed. The kids also brought nature into the classroom. One morning, Lloyd found a tiny owl in an apple tree and carried it to school. “I put it on front of my desk and it sat there blinking all morning. Needless to say, not very many were paying attention to the teacher that morning.”26 The kids returned the owl to the apple tree branch on their way home for lunch.

			By 1955 the teacher at Port Albion school was provided with a fully furnished teacherage, with rent described as “moderate.”27

			Port Albion children attended that school from Grades One to Six, then travelled across the bay aboard Alec McCarthy’s Jalna to attend school in Ucluelet. The boat was crowded with students from both Hitacu and Port Albion. The youngest kids had to sit out on the stern, as the cabin wouldn’t hold all the kids. This resulted in Dave Taron being given the nickname “Poopdeck.”

			A New School for Ucluelet

			As the population slowly rose, plans were made for a larger building. In 1952, a school was built on the site of the present Ucluelet Secondary School. The property, purchased from the Ucluelet Athletic Club (UAC) for one dollar, was part of the land previously donated by George Fraser to the UAC. Volunteers helped clear the land, pushing all the stumps to the back into burn piles. John Gerbrandt hooked a plane propeller up to his V8 flatbed, and the resultant fanning of air sped up the burning process.

			The new school had three classrooms, an industrial-​arts room and a gym. Until it was completed, industrial-​arts classes were held in St. Aidan’s Church basement. The Ucluelet Elementary Junior Senior High School housed all grades, as well as a school board office. It had its own generator for lights and heat, since local power was not consistently reliable. There was no buzzer to indicate class changes; “changing subjects meant changing books instead of classrooms.”28

			In the summer of 1952, a city newspaper advertised for a high school teacher for Ucluelet, emphasizing a “5-room modern school.”29 In September, the search was still on, with a teacher “wanted immediately.”30

			The hiring process was challenging. Isolated Ucluelet was not a popular draw for teachers. Those who came were often in their first year of teaching, and would soon leave for somewhere nearer civilization. Teachers frequently taught outside their specialty field, or taught age groups they weren’t trained for. It was many years before Ucluelet became a desired destination.

			The first Ucluelet High School graduating class celebrated in 1954, having attended the new school only for their Grade Twelve year.

			The present elementary school was built in 1954, with renovations and additions taking place over the years. The high school then served Grades Eight to Twelve from both Ucluelet and Tofino. The small building between the elementary school and high school was once the local School District 79 office. The small building also housed kindergarten classes for some years. It later became a base for the school maintenance workers.

			Earlier kindergarten classes were held in the basement of the Catholic church. The teacher was a lovely lady named Marge Renneman. I know I enjoyed kindergarten, but my main memories are of sugar cookies, juice, a story and a nap on a roll-​out mat on the floor. We were only there for half-​days, so I am unsure why we needed a nap; I suspect it was more for Mrs. Renneman’s sake than for ours. We were a lively bunch.

			I attended Ucluelet Elementary and Ucluelet Secondary from Grade One to Twelve, and also worked in the schools for twenty-​three years, so I naturally have many memories. One dramatic event took place in March 1966. During our Grade Ten science class, we got an unexpected lesson in meteorology. Shakes from the adjacent UAC Hall roof crashed through the windows as we dove under our desks to escape flying shards of glass. A twister had hit Ucluelet!

			The shrieking spiral, accompanied by thunder and lightning, cut a swath about 120 metres wide and 300 metres long through the centre of town, leaving around $100,000 of damage to property.31 The twister broke pilings, smashed docks, lifted roofs and blew the Nitsui family’s two-​car garage a hundred metres into the harbour, then swept it a further two hundred metres out the bay. Amazingly, no one was hurt, despite a three-​hundred-​kilo timber crashing into the UAC Hall, and a fifteen-​centimetre metal spike flying into the typing classroom to lodge in the blackboard. All in all, it was the liveliest day we students ever experienced during class time.

			That event meant many window replacements for the schools. Since then, Ucluelet Secondary School has undergone at least four renovations. In 2020, a huge project was in the works after the schools were deemed a seismic risk. Major renovations took place at the elementary school. At the end of summer 2022, a large portion of the old high school was razed and replaced by a structurally sound school of modern design. Apparently, when seen from the air it is shaped like a fish.

			The Ucluelet area once had its own school district, which in 1952 was enlarged to include Tofino. The Ucluelet schools, along with Tofino, Long Beach and Port Albion schools, made up School District 79. They had their own secretary-​treasurer and trustees, but shared a superintendent with Parksville-​Qualicum.

			In 1969, District 79 amalgamated with the Port Alberni area as part of a larger school district. In 2020, the district’s name was changed to SD 70 Pacific Rim. At that time, they put feelers out about changing the name of Ucluelet Secondary School, as it serves not only Ucluelet but also Tofino and other outlying areas. The answer was a resounding no, and Ucluelet Secondary School it remains.

			Police

			The first policing of the area was done by Gus Cox, who became a special constable to the BC Provincial Police in 1892, and chief constable for the West Coast District in 1904.32 Constable Cox was based in Alberni but well equipped to cover the west coast, having grown up at Cape Beale, where his father was lightkeeper.

			The first resident policeman in Ucluelet was early settler John Kvarno. The police station, including jail, was attached to his home. Despite the small population, John’s policeman role kept him busy. The Victoria Daily Colonist reported a story in August 1907 relating to the tragic sinking of the Valencia, a ship driven onto the rocks near Pachena during a violent storm. A man named Abraham Handgrif had been washed off a small raft while trying to escape the wreck and drowned, becoming one of the estimated 117 victims. Constable Kvarno later retrieved Handgrif’s body from the sea, and his remains were interred at Wreck Bay. Subsequently, the body was exhumed and taken to Victoria aboard the steamer Tees.

			Court proceedings were usually dealt with by residents who were designated justices of the peace. An article in the Daily Colonist on December 19, 1900, refers to proceedings as handled by the designated justices: “The legal tribunals on the west coast of the island have no plush-​covered dais on which sit the leather-​bound chairs of the justices, nor are there brilliant lions and unicorns painted on the walls. Court is usually held in the village store, or, failing that, the missionary house, which is usually the most pretentious in the settlement.” The article continues with a case overseen in Ucluelet by presiding justices James R. Sutton and A.H. Lyche, with court held in the village store and the local missionary acting as counsel.

			One BC Provincial policeman posted to Ucluelet lived in a small house where Davison Plaza is now situated. An ingenious sort, he drilled two holes through his bedroom wall and extended string through the holes to his chicken coop behind the house. When the rooster crowed each morning, the constable pulled one string to dispense water and one to dispense feed. “Thus the chickens were fed and watered without the constable getting out of bed.”33 Next to the constable’s house was a small building used as a jail cell. The house would later become the home of the Parkin family, and the former jail cell became Mrs. Parkin’s Vogue Style Shop.

			Although the official birthdate of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (originally called the North-​West Mounted Police) is May 23, 1873, the RCMP did not take on provincial policing contracts in British Columbia until August 1950.

			When Ucluelet was a small and isolated community accessible only by boat, the police were often involved in at-sea rescue attempts. In March 1946, Ucluelet constable George Redhead, along with Dick Whittington of Long Beach, attempted to rescue five navy men swept into the sea from their capsized cutter. Four of the sailors were rescued, but Whittington drowned in the process. Constable Redhead narrowly escaped death, clinging to rocks until rescued.

			The number of criminal incidents rose over the years, after the road went through and the number of visitors increased. Long weekends at Long Beach required extra policing, when swarms of visitors arrived to camp. On the May long weekend of 1973, a group of inebriated young out-of-towners set a camper truck on fire on crowded Long Beach, and aimed it, engine running, towards the ocean—the flaming truck swerved before reaching the water and headed directly for a group gathered around a campfire up the beach. Ucluelet constable Van Warmer threw a log in front of the blazing vehicle, stopping it before it reached the group. Nine Port Alberni youths were arrested at the scene. Corporal Stewart of the Ucluelet RCMP reported that despite the influx of over ten thousand people at the time, trouble was caused by “an idiot minority,” and most of the crowd was well behaved.34

			The present police station on Cedar Road is on the site of the previous one, a solid brick building which also included a two-​storey house for the sergeant and family. When the station was torn down in 1986, there was a public outcry, as many locals felt it would have been the ideal building to house the library, which needed a better location.

			With the brick building demolished, a temporary structure was bought from John Gerbrandt to house the police station. It was then purchased and relocated by Dave Manuel, and a new building was constructed on the site.

			An auxiliary RCMP group was formed, with volunteers including Ron Burley, Brian Pilon and Roger Gudbranson. Roger recalled that during his thirty-​five years with the group, the most hectic patrol times were during herring season, with its influx of fishermen keen to celebrate a successful catch, and during May long weekends, when Long Beach was inundated with lively campers.

			The Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade

			My husband, Keith, volunteered on the Fire Brigade for thirty years. We saw many changes over that period. In the early 1970s, we were in a mall in Victoria, and Keith was wearing his Fire Brigade jacket. Two men walking by did a double-​take, and one said to the other, “Ucluelet Fire Brigade! Two guys and a bucket!” Keith and I had a laugh over that, but also knew the brigade did so much more. It has a long and proud history of community commitment and volunteerism.

			The Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade held its first official meeting in December 1949. Back then, the town was much smaller and most of the houses were close to the water. There was a large pump and hose stored at the Standard Oil building dock. That hose could reach most of the houses and boats. In those days, most fires were wood-​stove related, or boat fires.

			In 1950, a spectacular blaze lit up the sky when boiling tar ignited, setting a big dock shed full of fishing supplies afire. The Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade rushed across the bay to Ucluelet East with their equipment, saving not only the wharf but an at-risk troller on the nearby ways.

			Ucluelet’s growth called for more equipment. The first pumper truck, a ’52 Ford one-​ton water tanker, was acquired in 1952. It had only 105 miles on it when it was sold seven years later and replaced by a 1928 Graham pumper truck, for a cost of $2,300.

			The fire hall consisted of a shed on Peninsula Road, across the street from Mr. Parkin’s shoe store. Roger Gudbranson stopped there on his way to his father’s automotive garage after school each day, to check that the batteries for the ’52 Ford truck were charging and had water in them.

			The brigade needed a more substantial building. In 1952, the Ucluelet Athletic Club provided land adjacent to their hall, and the Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade started the five-​year lease on November 7, at a cost of one dollar a year. The UAC later sold the property to the brigade for $500.

			George Gudbranson was one of the founding members of the brigade and the first fire chief. When Jim Morgan, a former firefighter, interviewed George in 1999, on the brigade’s fiftieth anniversary, George recalled that when there was a fire call, they would all hear one long ring on the phone, since everyone in town was on the same line back then. As phone lines improved, several people had fire phones, and when a fire call came in, they would dash to set off the siren. For many years, Lorne White had the fire phone in his home.

			By 1960, it was clear a new fire hall was needed. The village and the brigade made a deal—the brigade would supply the bricks and the Village would supply the labour to build the hall. Of course, the brigade made up much of the Village and vice versa. Brigade funds paid for a cement mixer and moulds to make the bricks. This was time-​consuming work, so John Gerbrandt, with helpers George and Roger Gudbranson, drove his flatbed truck out to Port Alberni to pick up concrete blocks bought in Beaver Creek. Roger recalled it as a very bumpy ride. With store-​bought blocks, the hall was built in short order by Joe Skoda and volunteers.

			Over the years, Michael Mead-​Miller served as captain, assistant chief, chief and local assistant fire commissioner. Mike recalled that one of the most spectacular fires was when a hangar at the former seaplane base burned down. The building was filled with road-​building equipment, and the fire was caused by an exploding acetylene torch. Everything inside the hangar was destroyed, and the siding on the Transpacific Fish building next door buckled from the heat.35

			When Mike retired, he convinced my husband to take over as chief, a position Keith held for seventeen years. As the community grew, Keith saw the need for a paid fire-​chief position and resigned as fire chief in 2009 to emphasize that need. Deputy Chief Jarrod Oye then kept things running until, with Keith’s encouragement, Ted Eeftink became fire chief, serving in the role with dedication and focus for eleven years. Under his leadership, the Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade took on rigorous formal training to meet new National Fire Protection Association standards.

			Ted continued to lobby for a full-​time paid fire chief. On May 13, 2019, Chief Rick Geddes took on that position. The Westerly News reported the hiring as “a significant step in the progression of services provided by the District of Ucluelet.”36 Chief Geddes’s role includes overseeing Ucluelet’s emergency management program.

			In 2020, the Ucluelet Volunteer Fire Brigade transitioned to the name Ucluelet Fire Rescue, reflecting their municipal status and an increase in rescue calls. In 2023, Markus McRurie was hired as deputy chief. Long-​time brigade volunteer Mark Fortune continued in his deputy chief capacity.

			A volunteer crew of firefighters continues to devote time and energy to the cause. It is impossible to list the names of all the volunteers over the years, but I would like to respectfully acknowledge two fine young firefighters, lost too soon. Sandy Henry Jr. died in a tragic industrial accident in 2002. Shawn England passed away from cancer in 2010. Sandy and Shawn were dedicated volunteers and esteemed role models.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 21 Fun and Recreation

			Owing in no small part to their isolation, the residents of Ucluelet and area formed a close-​knit community. They worked hard, and they created their own opportunities for fun and recreation.
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					Not all beach driving happened at Long Beach. Here, Violet Fletcher rides next to Ucluelet Harbour in the summer of 1925, on the town’s first motorcycle. Leona Taylor
				
			Locals gathered for picnics at Wreck Bay and Long Beach or boated over to the Shelter Islands for get-​togethers at August Jansen’s beach. Fishing, in both the ocean and local streams, was a common pastime, as was hiking, clam digging, raking in crab and, for those who had cars, sedate drives or speedy races on Long Beach’s hard-​packed sand.

			Spring Cove was a popular gathering place. A Victoria newspaper described the May 24 celebration in 1911: “Empire Day Sports Prove Success—Large Number Attend Celebration at Ucluelet—Over $400 in Prizes.” Races, on both water and land, “were keenly contested,”1 and included a cigarette lighting race and a needle threading race. A reported forty dollars in prize money was awarded, suggesting the “$400” in the newspaper headline was either a typo or fake news. The article concluded: “The weather was ideal and everyone went to their homes saying that they had witnessed the best celebration ever held in this thrifty and rapidly advancing settlement.”2
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					 A May 24 picnic and sports gathering at Spring Cove, circa 1913. The lifeboat station is in the background. UAHS Archives
				
			My Uncle Art was on a winning streak on Empire Day, 1926, coming in first in the small-​canoe-no-paddle race, and partnering with George Hillier to beat George’s brothers Pete and Bert in the upset-​canoe race. There was land-​based pillow jousting and a canoe jousting match, in which Cecil Mack and Victor Tom were victorious.

			The sports extravaganza was followed by dancing at the schoolhouse, with “a special orchestra supplying the music.”3

			The Japanese Canadians shared their heritage at these community gatherings. An article in the July 5, 1936, edition of the Daily Colonist describes local girls in brilliant kimonos performing traditional dances at the yearly Dominion Day celebration. Their names are listed as Nellie Morishita, Mary Terashita, S. Tamai, Kay Ota, S. Shimizu and Hanako Mori. The same article mentions the Tofino YMCA as guests of the Ucluelet Taiyo Club, where those in charge of sports events at Spring Cove were Shigeru Nitsui, K. Sathai, K. Atodai, N. Yoshihana, Bert Hillier, Tom Tugwell, Stan Littleton and W. Fraser. Tommy Kimoto, visiting from Clayoquot Island, won every race he entered that day and was nicknamed “Battler.” During the camaraderie of that Dominion Day, war and internment were several years in the future. When they ended, Tommy Kimoto would settle in Spring Cove, unable to reclaim his original home near Tofino.

			The school at the bottom of Main Street was a community hub, often used for parties, including Christmas celebrations.

			A Victoria newspaper described a Ucluelet Christmas party in the school hall, where “the large Christmas tree, bearing gifts for the children, was the main attraction for the younger folk. After the distribution of presents the remainder of the evening was spent in dancing.”4 That week, the Ucluelet Hotel was “the scene of a jolly dance” where “the music was ably supplied by Mr. George Fraser.”5 The same newspaper, which back then tracked comings and goings up and down the coast, mentioned that my father K. Baird had returned to Ucluelet after a visit to Port Renfrew. I wonder if he was home in time to “cut a rug” at the Ucluelet Hotel.

			Themed dances during the Depression included a “hard times dance” to see in the new year of 1932, when Herbert Hillier and Ruth Tugwell led a “grand march” through the community hall, with the crowd “exhibiting many patches and worn-​out shoes.”6

			Christmas meant family time, when the fishermen stayed home to avoid winter storms. It often snowed in December and January, and the children would slide down Main Street hill on new Christmas sleds. Those without sleds improvised, sometimes on ladders.

			Dennis Craig recalled the festive partying of Christmas in the 1950s, when people gathered in groups and visited house to house. Residents set up goodies, alcohol and cigarettes on tables. Doors were left unlocked, and if occupants were also out partying, the revellers would go in and make themselves at home, then carry on to the next place. Teenage Dennis was “in training, so allowed to come along.”7

			The Maddens had a large home next to their store, and often hosted parties. The kids were all sent upstairs, and observed what was going on below through a grate. The Maddens’ budgie had a cage with an open door and flew freely through the house. At these parties, he liked to sample the beverages and sometimes had to be tucked back into his cage after over-​imbibing.

			Children made their own fun. For her sixth Christmas, Margaret Thompson got a carpenter’s set, and from then on spent “a lot of time sawing things up.”8 She and cousin Molly Mead-​Miller built forts and cut down trees; Molly liked to be in the top of the tree, riding it down as it fell. Building forts was a popular pastime, something I also did while growing up, as did my daughters after me. “That’s an era we’ll never ever see the likes of again,” Margaret said.9

			The Mead-​Millers had an ice cream machine, and Margaret recalled rowing across the bay to the cannery at Port Albion with her siblings and cousins to get ice for the ice cream. When they returned, they took turns cranking the handle on the ice cream maker. Pacific canned milk was the main ingredient, as fresh milk was hard to come by back then.

			There were wild cows around town, left behind by departing pre-​emptionists. Local kids chased them, often at night. Margaret recalled that during the pursuit the cows sometimes turned and chased them, she and her cousins running full-​tilt to escape. Terry Smith said, “The poor things would finally get so annoyed with us they’d swim across the bay to Port Albion.”10 Sometimes the kids rode the cows. He also recalled Frank Everett’s sheep running around the grassy fields adjacent to a barn which stood on the site of the present-​day police station.

			One spring day, a horse named Mabel arrived in Ucluelet aboard the Princess Maquinna. Mabel was lifted off the ship in a sling, and put to work at Tom MacDonald’s sawmill, dragging logs from the woods to the mill. Sometimes Mabel took a break and walked the ten kilometres into town, where she followed a regular route to all the homes where people saved their vegetable peelings and the occasional apple for her. Part of her routine included sticking her head through a window at the barbershop to check things out. The local kids rode Mabel around town, a change from riding cows. Mabel had a mind of her own and would suddenly stop and refuse to budge until she was good and ready.

			Kids spent hours fishing off the docks or rowing around the harbour; some spent more time on water than on land. Dennis Craig recalled that when Jimmy McKay came over from Stuart Bay in his dugout to shop, he would let the kids borrow it. Dennis and friends also had access to a few other rowboats. During the herring reduction plant run, the cormorants were so full that they couldn’t fly, and the boys would take them for a boat ride around the bay and then put them back to float in the water. Sea lions also got fat and lazy from snacking on leftovers from the plant. “You could poke them with a stick, and they wouldn’t move.”11

			As a kid, Roger Gudbranson hunted ducks up the head of the harbour before school in the morning. He also went farther afield in his refurbished, once-​abandoned boat, motoring up to Wreck Bay, with no bailing bucket and no life jacket. Terry Smith recalled that the kids were warned not to go fishing under the Standard Oil dock, and when his mom was looking for them, she knew that was exactly where they’d be.

			Going to the beach was a popular activity. In the early days, Little Beach was considered “out of town.” The kids hiked down a trail and swam all summer at Little Beach. Another favourite pastime was hiking the boardwalk to the lighthouse, picking huckleberries en route, and then going rock scrabbling. There was no parental supervision, just a reminder to be home in time for supper.

			Margaret Thompson remembered riding her bike on the boardwalk to Salisbury’s Tea Room at Spring Cove, and enjoying a twenty-​five-​cent piece of pie with a ten-​cent cup of tea. She said it felt like being in a different community, as it was so far away.

			Margaret also recalled family time gathered around the radio. There was great radio reception back then, with no interference because there was no electricity—hydro came in and ruined the radio reception. Roger Gudbranson enjoyed listening to The Lone Ranger on the radio.

			A marine radio worker who lived in the Lodge brought the first TV to town. He put a huge aerial on the roof and had a small octagonal TV in his room. Kids would peek in through his doorway to see it. Later, a small TV was set up in the café downstairs. It frequently picked up PWA agent Helen Craig’s voice during her radio interactions with coastal pilots.

			Ucluelet and Tofino teens often got together to socialize. Frank and Lavern Hillier recalled that in the ’50s, they would go to Tofino every second weekend, with the Tofino teens coming to Ucluelet on alternate weekends, as otherwise “there weren’t enough of them to have a party in either town.”12 There were house parties or beach parties at Long Beach or Chesterman Beach, with “anyone who was allowed out.” Frank said Chesterman was the best because someone had put a chain across the entrance to the beach. The teens separated the links, went through and then reattached them, and nobody knew they were there. (Other than the policeman at the time, Harry Bonner, who always knew where they were but never hassled them as long as they behaved reasonably. They all liked and respected Harry and were sorry to see him go when he was transferred out.) Before the road, when the solitary police officer parked his car behind Madden’s General Store, the local teens knew he had left to escort a prisoner to the city by float plane. Then it was “party time.”

			Vehicles were brought in by boat, and the teens drove between Ucluelet and Tofino, and the length of Long Beach. Malcolm Mead-​Miller had a 1937 Plymouth sedan. When the fuel pump quit, he tied a gas can onto the roof for gravity feed. When the police vetoed that, Malcolm tied a one-​gallon gas can inside the vehicle above his head.

			Driving 101

			I did some driving at the seaplane base and on Long Beach, when I was fifteen. Turning sixteen meant I could get my driver’s licence! First, I needed some experience driving on actual roads, so Dad took me out in the family’s ’63 maroon-​and-​white Chevy Impala. Dad was a man of few words, but I do recall him sighing, then saying, “You don’t have to brake going uphill.” Each time we got home from a lesson, Dad went straight to the kitchen and poured himself a shot of whisky.

			Soon after my sixteenth birthday, I had my driving test, which consisted of driving around the block. (There were no traffic lights or stop signs back then, and parallel parking, luckily, was not a requirement.) I got a “restricted licence” meaning I could drive only as far as the Taylor River bridge (actually a fair distance out Highway 4). At age nineteen I got my “out of town” licence, after my then boyfriend, now husband, taught me to drive in Victoria. During the first lesson on Douglas Street, he patiently informed me, “You just drove through two red lights.” I was so taken aback I made a quick right-​hand turn—across the curb.

			Vi Mundy told me her husband Bob drove far afield with his restricted licence. One time, he got pulled over by a policeman in Montana, who was so intrigued by Bob’s unique restricted driver’s licence that he let him off without a speeding ticket.

			Recreational Clubs and Facilities

			The Ucluelet Athletic Club (UAC) was formed by locals to promote athletic activities. Bylaws of the club were registered under the BC Societies Act in October 1932. The group created Ucluelet’s first sports field on Mr. Lyche’s property (later Littleton’s property), and also built a badminton court. The group formed a football team, with Pete Hillier and Ken Miller as first captains. The records note the need to order lime for the field, and also a football. The club members organized sports days.

			They also envisioned indoor activities and set their sights on a building. George Fraser, with his characteristic generosity, donated a tract of land, which the members cleared by hand. Then they started construction, using wood salvaged from local beaches after a deckload of lumber washed off a freighter in heavy seas. Pete Hillier recalled helping build the hall in the early 1930s, “when there was no work and the fishermen were on strike…We had all this time on our hands and we were getting restless.”13

			The original building was to be nine by five by three metres, but as enthusiasm grew, so did the structure’s dimensions. In 1934, dances still took place in the school, but plans to enlarge the UAC Hall were well under way. In 1937, the hall was lengthened by ten metres.

			In 1938, a man was hired to build outhouses, a turkey raffle was organized, and it was noted that they needed to purchase cheese, crackers, soft drinks and cigarettes for their upcoming annual general meeting. The UAC members were a busy lot who liked to make the most of good weather; the AGM of 1942 was to be held on “the first stormy night” after April 28.

			The UAC Hall soon became a multi-​purpose building. True to the club’s “athletic” name, it hosted badminton, basketball and floor hockey. In 1940, the group bought roller skates; the floor took a beating (which perhaps contributed to the need for a new floor in 1957). Volunteers of all ages pitched in for the upkeep of the hall. Margaret Thompson recalled painting stripes on the floor for badminton in her teen years.

			The club hosted festive parties and dances. In 1939, admission for dances was thirty-​five cents for non-​members—members got a ten-​cent discount. Live music was supplied for many years by George Fraser, Ken and Sheila Mead-​Miller and Bud Thompson. They were later joined by George and Ruby Gudbranson and Jimmy Waters.

			The hall housed various children’s groups, including kindergarten and dance classes. It also served as venue for movies, talent shows, fashion shows, potluck dinners and many a wedding reception, mine and my daughter’s included. The annual Strawberry Tea and Holly Tea always drew a full house. Santa dropped by for the annual Children’s Christmas Party, his sack brimming with gifts for every child.
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					The Sea Scouts take a break from rowing to be towed in Ucluelet Harbour aboard the Francis Isle. UAHS Archives
				
			The Sea Scouts met in the UAC Hall but spent a lot of time out on the water under the leadership of George Sherman, local customs officer. The group had two former CPR lifeboats named the Francis Isle and the Lyche Isle. The white, green-​trimmed boats were clinker-​built, and had six oars, three to a side, and a rudder. The Scouts rowed around the bay and camped on Francis Island or at Mercantile Creek, where the UAC had leased property for a campsite. Sometimes they rowed out to the mouth of Maggie River. Their parents boated out on a Sunday to visit them at their campsite. Over the years there were also Cubs, Brownies (a group now called Embers), Guides, Rangers and other organized groups, all run by volunteers.

			On June 1, 1992, because of dwindling membership, the UAC passed ownership of the hall and property to the Village of Ucluelet. “Times have changed,” Roger Gudbranson said in a Westerly News article. “We took over where our parents left off, but now there’s no group to take over.” He fondly recounted good memories, adding: “There is a closeness, like a family, among the members.”14

			On September 1, 1992, the Ucluelet Lions Club, the local branch of an international service organization, took over the operation and maintenance of the UAC Hall under a lease agreement with the Village. They set to work with renovations and upgrades, and held their meetings and events in the hall, also offering its use to other groups. The Lions Club raised funds to provide community Christmas hampers, and built and maintained a playground across from Whispering Pines trailer park. They also gifted seniors with firewood, cutting up logs from logger sports competitions. One time, they cut and split the legs of the old Millstream water tower.

			Ucluelet’s Army Navy and Air Force Unit 293 was an active veterans club for many years, and community members gathered there for parties, pool tournaments and shuffleboard. On Friday nights, Serge Noel or Dave Taron’s disc-​jockeying skills ensured a packed dance floor. Membership gradually dropped, and a major downswing came in 2015, when the BC ANAF Head Command considered shutting the Ucluelet unit down owing to lack of revenue. The unit was revitalized through the work of Bronwyn Kelleher, John McDiarmid, Dave Brown, Leslie and Andy Horne and others. Music and comedy shows, dances, bingo, game nights, artisan markets and more all help keep the club active and dynamic, taking it from the red into the black. Respect for the early veterans is shown through historical exhibits and yearly Remembrance Day ceremonies.

			The Ucluelet Recreation Commission, like the UAC, was a group of volunteers formed to provide recreational activities. Most of these took place in the Ucluelet Recreation Hall. The hall was built in the early 1940s as a recreation facility for the military personnel at the seaplane base. For many years, it was the main community hall for Ucluelet. It was used for dance classes, gymnastics, roller skating, floor hockey and basketball. Movies were shown there. It was also a venue for talent shows, with an assortment of us “young ’uns” performing dance routines or attempting a tolerable musical offering.

			I recall Highland dancing onstage, as well as playing accordion duets with Susanne Smith (now Bisaro). One year, Joan Reite was the hands-​down winner with her melodic solo of “Johnny Angel.”

			Graduation ceremonies were held at the Rec Hall for many years. I remember standing on that stage decked out in a satin dress, sparkly shoes and back-​combed hairdo as I delivered my valedictorian speech for high school grad in 1969. Graduation then, as now, was a community event.

			Over the years, that great barn of a building called the Rec Hall gradually deteriorated. There has been intermittent restoration work done through grant monies and Village funding, but upkeep of this aging facility is a constant concern. The Rec Hall (despite irreverent references to the “Wreck Hall”) is still used for popular activities like roller skating.

			Swimming

			Early swimming classes happened at Little Beach, where Carl Binns taught swimming so many years before. I clearly remember the freezing water, the toe-​nibbling crabs and the slimy kelp wrapping around my limbs as I attempted the jellyfish float. The bonus of lessons at Little Beach was that I floated better in salt water.

			Then, under the umbrella of the Ucluelet Recreation Commission, swimming lessons relocated to Kennedy Lake. At the start of every swim season, machetes swung, as my father and several other MacMillan and Bloedel employees cut back alder branches along the road to Swim Beach, creating access through a shaded tunnel. We were usually transported to and from swim class in M&B crummies. The local public health nurse, Myrt Saxton, was an organizer of and swimming instructor for the Ucluelet Swim Club. She was up to the task, having qualified for the Olympics as a teenager (although unable to attend for financial reasons).

			An early swim instructor was a young Australian man named Dave Lyall, who had the option to work in a larger centre but was drawn by the novelty of the isolated west coast. In the late 1950s the Recreation Commission hired Walter Lhotzky as recreation director. Walter taught all levels of swimming and organized regattas at Kennedy Lake. Proficient at many sports, he also taught gymnastics at the Rec Hall.

			Car-​less teenagers wanting to spend the day at Kennedy Lake Swim Beach knew to stand outside the Lodge early in the morning to catch a ride on an M&B crummy. They would get out at Kennedy Lake Camp, take another crummy along East Main, and be dropped off at the boardwalk with instructions to be there at 4 p.m. if they wanted a ride back.15

			Bowling

			The bowling alley was built by Henry Bonetti on Peninsula Road, at the entrance to the village. He named the facility Evon Lanes after his daughter Yvonne. In my early teens, I set pins at the bowling alley to earn pocket money. My brothers liked to bowl the lane I was working and really send those pins flying. I had to be quick on my feet.

			When Guy Taron bought the business, he renamed the bowling alley Ukee Lanes. Guy’s son and daughter-in-law, Robert and Geraldine Taron, in partnership with their friends Dennis and Dianne St. Jacques, purchased the business and renamed it Smiley’s. The St. Jacqueses bought the Tarons out after a year and went on to have twenty-​four-​hour openings for the business—a Ucluelet first! The Van family were the next owners. Bowling went full-​tilt from the days of Henry Bonetti to the Vans, with teams of all ages competing in tournaments. When Kent Furey and Amie Shimizu bought the business, they renamed it Howler’s and eventually did away with the bowling lanes but maintained a popular family restaurant.

			Curling

			A group of volunteers formed a curling club and put in three sheets of ice in one of the old hangars at the airport near Long Beach. Tofino families were also involved, making for “good camaraderie between both towns.”16 The ice was sometimes made available for skating, which was especially appreciated around Christmas. In the 1950s, the Curling Club raised funds by sponsoring “fly-​ins” to the airport and Long Beach. Small planes arrived from all over North America. Curling Club members catered the event, in 1959 cooking up eighteen hundred crab on propane stoves on the beach to feed the hordes.

			With the Curling Club long gone, the passion for ice remains. The West Coast Multiplex Society formed in the late 1990s and continues to pursue its dream of an NHL-sized ice rink and a swimming pool centrally located at the airport. At the time of writing this book, the volunteers remain committed and have added a surf centre to their proposal.

			Surfing

			Early Ucluelet surfers included Paddy Littleton, Mike Mead-​Miller, Terry Smith, Dave Freemantle and high school teachers Dave McIntosh and Dave Conway. Terry was inspired by seeing the movie Endless Summer at the high school gym. Dave and Bev Conway (née Nakagawa) lived at Wreck Bay and the group often surfed there; on one Christmas Day, they surfed such big seas and massive curlers that they later questioned why they had been out there. Since those early days, Ucluelet has experienced a huge upsurge in surfing, with lessons for all ages and a lively scene.

			Golfing

			The Long Beach Golf Course opened in 1985, bounded by the airport on one side and a whole lot of bush on the other. Long-​time Ucluelet residents Al and Rose Davison had a vision and, with other golf fans, made it happen. Al knew many locals willing to help, and Rose was an expert at finding grants and affordable loans. When Al walked the course one day with the designer, the fellow stared at the “controversial final hole,” with its massive tree smack in the middle of the fairway.17 Turning to Al, he said, “You’ll want to drive a big iron stake in the ground right here.”18 Al asked why, and was told, “Because after dealing with that tree, a lot of golfers will want to wrap their clubs around the stake you conveniently put there for them.”19

			Despite that tree, the nine-​hole course has been consistently popular and appreciated for its natural setting. Sometimes golfers must make way for bears. And when the members built a driving range and strung nets to keep the balls out of the forest, more bears arrived. The nets, donated by local fishermen, reeked of fish, luring the bears in to rip the nets down. Keith “Gibby” Gibson managed the golf course for years, describing it as “a hidden gem,” with “no tee time, no stress—just the great outdoors, West Coast style.”20

			Biking

			Cyclists can now pedal from Ucluelet to Tofino on a designated bike path. Ucluelet decided in 1996 to put a bike path in while constructing a line to supply Ucluelet with water from an aquifer near the junction. The Village paved the path as a bonus for the community and visitors. Council also purchased a truckload of two-​metre trees to provide a noise buffer for homes next to the path. In 2022 came the grand opening of the ʔapsčiik t̓ašii bike path (pronounced “ups-​cheek ta-shee”) through Pacific Rim National Park, which connects to Tofino’s bike path. In 2023, a one-​kilometre section through the Regional District completed the town-to-town link.

			In 2020, the Ucluelet First Nation and the Ucluelet Mountain Bike Association collaborated on an exciting project. Nine trails on č̓umaat̓a (Mount Ozzard) offer mountain-​biking options and an opportunity to connect with the land and reflect on its Indigenous significance.

			Ukee Days

			In the earlier times, Empire Day was a big cause for community celebration.21 Parades featured creatively designed floats, with the flower-​decorated floats of the Japanese Canadian residents always a favourite. A chosen queen and several princesses reigned over the festivities. In 1974, three young members of the volunteer-​run Recreation Commission, Robert Taron, John Winpenny and John Fitzpatrick, envisioned a community celebration incorporating logger sports, a fishing derby and west coast festivities: Ukee Days was born. A jam-​packed three days of fun-​filled activities, it continues to draw huge crowds and bring scattered Uclutians back home.

			
					
					[image: ]
					Dave Manuel and daughter Laura lead the Ukee Days parade in the early 1980s. UAHS Archives
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					The Ukee Days wheelbarrow race up Main Street hill has now given way to the more sedate rubber-​boot toss. UAHS Archives
				
			The Ukee Days weekend is supported by local sponsors, both businesses and individuals. It is organized by Ucluelet Parks and Recreation, but many people offer their time and energy to make it work. Volunteerism is key. Proceeds from Ukee Days go towards covering costs, and for years profits went to funds for a new community centre.

			With Ucluelet’s population increasing and the historic UAC Hall and Rec Hall aging, it was time for a new multi-​purpose centre. This came to fruition at the corner of Marine Drive and Matterson Drive, across the road from Big Beach. Dianne St. Jacques, the mayor at the time, dug the first hole for the official groundbreaking on October 3, 2008. The Ucluelet Community Centre officially opened in April 2010.

			The well-​used facility includes activity rooms, an arts-​and-​crafts room, a dance and fitness studio, large main hall, kitchen and the George Fraser Room, with theatre seating. Attached to the community centre are a public library, the offices of the West Coast Community Resources Society, and a daycare centre.

			Hunting for Glass Balls

			Beachcombing, a recreational pursuit for some and a passion for others, involves being ever-​vigilant for the ultimate prize: a glass ball.

			The glass balls found on the West Coast are Japanese fishing floats. When they break free from nets, some of them float across the Pacific to our waiting shores. Their journey can take ten years or more. Glass balls were used in many countries in Europe, after Norway first developed them in the mid-​1800s. Japan began using them around 1910. Their first glass balls were hand-​blown, some from recycled sake bottles. More recent glass balls, made in a wooden mould, have a ring around the middle. The most common colours are shades of green and blue. Rarely, purple ones are found, and sometimes even orange. Usually, spheres are found, ranging from tennis-​ball to basketball size. Rolling-​pin shapes are less common.

			My cousin Lois Moraes lived at Long Beach before the national park was created, and frequently hiked the beach. One day, she was at Combers, a long way from her home up above the Wick, when she spotted glass balls. It was quite a haul. There were three midsized ones, six more the size of basketballs, and some other small ones. Lois hid them above the high tide line, then spent the better part of a day carrying them in shifts to her home. She then hurried down to share the news with Phyllis Martin, who was staying at Long Beach Bungalows. From the window, Lois spotted a large glass ball in the surf, ran and jumped across floating logs to grab it. “It wasn’t the smartest thing to do,” she told me. “I could have broken a leg, or worse!” But such is the thrill of the chase.

			
					[image: ]
					Many people have recurring dreams. My husband dreams of flying. I dream about finding glass balls. Good fortune has been with me, but when it comes to finding these iconic treasures, there is no such thing as enough. Author’s photo
				
			Jan Smith knows the extremes involved in the chase. While commercial fishing with her husband, Mike, aboard the Blue Eagle, she spotted a huge glass ball, fully netted and barnacle-​laden. The fishing gear was out as Jan hung over the side of the boat, Mike gripping her by her gumboots. The treasure slipped from her rubber-​gloved hands. Mike took his turn over the side, with Jan holding on to his heels. They would not be going home without that glass ball—they got it, and it’s a beauty!
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					Barry Campbell, a legend in the glass ball realm, collected over three hundred glass balls. Although he is pictured here with a plastic float, his widespread arms suggest he could be describing the night he scoured the length of Long Beach by flashlight and found thirty-​six glass balls. Barb Campbell
				
			The greatest glass-​ball find award, at least off the Wild Pacific Trail, goes to Laura Griffith-​Cochrane, curator of the Ucluelet Aquarium. While running the trail, she spotted something large afloat in the distance. Laura asked “Oyster Jim” Martin, who was working on trail maintenance, if he had binoculars with him. He didn’t. Laura was fairly sure it was a glass ball, so she dove off the rocks and swam for it. What a prize! The glass ball was huge, encased in netting and harbouring live pelagic barnacles. Laura displayed her find in a large tank at the aquarium.

			Although glass balls are no longer used to the extent they once were, there are no doubt thousands of them still out there, floating in the Pacific. When the winds and the currents are right, some will complete that amazing journey to end up on our shores.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 22 The Beckoning Beaches

			Long Beach and Wreck Bay were sites of early Ucluelet outdoor recreation and picnic outings, a connection that continues today. Early settlers pre-​empted land near Long Beach, and the beaches served as part of the route between Ucluelet and Tofino. For a more definitive history of the Long Beach area, I highly recommend Long Beach Wild by Tofino author Adrienne Mason.

			Long Beach

			After the early settlement days, occasional vehicles arrived by boat or barge in Ucluelet, then were driven out to the beaches. The first “foreign” (US) car was driven along the beach by John Alexander in 1927. The first motorcycle, ridden by Tom Scales and J.R. Tindall of Vancouver in August 1939, got up to ninety miles an hour; they described the beach as “the finest speedway ever seen.”1

			Littoral Leisure

			When I was a teenager, drag racing on Long Beach was common. There were several accidents as cars raced along the beach or did doughnuts in the sand. I learned to drive on Long Beach before I was old enough to get a driver’s licence, but I didn’t break any speed records.

			My earliest memories of Long Beach include feasting on crab cooked over an open fire after my dad raked them from pools with a long-​handled rake; digging for razor clams; picking tiny wild strawberries (the most delicious of all strawberries); rolling down the sand dunes; and roasting marshmallows on bonfires. We grew up spoiled by the beautiful natural environment, just taking for granted that it was there to enjoy. After I got my driver’s licence, I spent countless hours of blissful solitude at Long Beach, walking barefoot in the hard-​packed sand and breathing in the salty air, lulled by the roar of the surf.

			It was natural that a site of such raw beauty would draw people not only to visit but to put down roots. Early residents who also provided tourist accommodation included Peg and Dick Whittington of Singing Sands cabin rentals, and Edgar and Evelyn Buckle, whose son Neil and his wife Marilyn later ran Combers Resort. Al Johnson, a fisherman and former violinist with the Vancouver Symphony, opened the appropriately named Fiddle-​Inn restaurant along the highway. Al advertised it as the “finest in fish n’ fountain”—his abalone burgers were especially popular. Surfway Market was in the same area.

			Abbott’s Resort, run by Archie and Frances Abbott and their daughter Caryl, included a store, post office, gas station, restaurant and guest cabins. I worked there briefly in the late 1960s, and was most excited about learning to make milkshakes, but Mr. Abbott’s main concern was that I keep my eyes peeled for shoplifters. I also recall beautiful peacocks wandering the property.

			Jack and Norah Moraes moved to Long Beach in 1953 with sons Warren, Denis and Daryl. They set up their business, Long Beach Bungalows, adjacent to the Wickaninnish Lodge, and ran it for years, with many repeat customers, until selling it to Norah’s niece Doreen Myers. The Moraeses had a horse named Cree, who shared a lean-to near Lismer Beach with the Webbs’ horse, Punch. Cree was often found in the utility room at the back of the Moraeses’ bungalow and knew her way to the kitchen for snacks. The Moraeses later sold her to a family who lived up near the Lovekin family’s summer residence, and on occasion Cree would trot back down the beach to visit her original home at the Moraeses.

			The Wickaninnish Inn

			Like many others who grew up in the Ucluelet–​Tofino area, I have fond memories of working at the original Wickaninnish Inn, a.k.a. the “Old Wick.” It has an interesting history. But before the “Old Wick,” there was the Wickaninnish Lodge.

			In the late 1940s, Joe and Helen “Nellie” Webb moved from Duncan out to the west coast, where Joe became the local magistrate. They bought a huge tract of land, including over one and a half kilometres of waterfront, at the south end of Long Beach, and built some cabins. In 1952, Joe and Nellie purchased part of the old hospital building from the Tofino air force base and had it moved to Long Beach for their main lodge. Their three-​star-​designated rustic getaway had many return visitors. Nellie’s mother did much of the cooking, while Nellie gathered firewood and seaweed and brought it back to the lodge in a little cart pulled by her horse, Punch. (Seaweed remains a popular fertilizer for west coast gardens.)

			Nellie drove an old Willys jeep around, and along Wickaninnish Beach. She was usually the first to scoop any glass balls driven in by big storms. The Webbs’ jeep wore a narrow tire-​track route behind the rocky point where the Kwisitis Visitor Centre now stands, connecting to the road into Ucluelet. She met guests as they arrived at the wharf aboard the Uchuck and drove them back to the lodge. Helen Watts (née Stuart) often visited the Webbs with her family. “I can remember a very dark, rustic single-​room hall constructed in the English hunting-​lodge style. Multi-​paned windows ran along each side and one end featured a large stone fireplace. Stuffed and mounted animal trophy heads graced the walls.”2
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					Robin Fells did a lot of the labour during the building process of his beloved Wickaninnish Inn. Robin Fells
				
			Joe Webb dreamed of expanding the lodge. In the late 1950s, Robin Fells entered the picture. Robin, who grew up in East London and had been a pilot for the RAF, fell in love with the western coast of the island on his first visit. A “man of vision,” Robin foresaw a bright future awaiting him.3 Robin became friends with Joe Webb, frequently visited Long Beach, and eventually bought the property and built the Wickaninnish Inn. He was able to make the purchase with no down payment, just paying monthly interest. “That was a gift from heaven,” he said.4

			Robin envisioned a peaceful retreat where guests could feast on seafood, experience west coast recreation, and, if among “the very brave,” take time to simply think. He contacted direct descendants of Chief Wickaninnish to respectfully request the use of the Wickaninnish name for the inn. Permission was granted by members of the McCarthy family of Hitacu.
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					The Wickaninnish Inn was a huge draw, with its idyllic setting between rainforest and beach. Robin Fells
				
			The doors of the Wickaninnish Inn officially opened July 4, 1964. Robin used marketing savvy and radio connections to promote the new inn. The advertising paid off and the inn was soon a popular tourist destination. Robin loved the lifestyle, bringing his kids up on the west coast and interacting with the guests and staff.

			Seaside Servers

			During my last years of high school in the late ’60s, I waitressed at the Wick. I don’t think anyone could have asked for a better employer than Robin Fells. He also had a great rapport with the guests. However, if the rare guest was demanding, Robin didn’t tolerate disrespect towards his employees. Starting out as a fifteen-​year-​old waitress, I found this both reassuring and empowering.

			In response to an ad by a local business criticizing the youths of the day as lacking in responsibility and an awareness of “how to work,” Robin took out a full-​page ad in the local paper: “The freshness, warmth, friendliness, courtesy and inherent responsibility of our young staff over the years has resulted in an international reputation for Wickaninnish Inn which we are very proud of.” He thanked all the staff from 1963 on, listed the names of the 1973 staff, “average age…19,” and concluded: “Congratulations younger generation!! For over 10 years you have demonstrated responsibility beyond that of many of my own generation. Keep it up—the future looks great.”5 No wonder we all loved working for Robin.

			Working at the Wick was never boring. Sometimes, between serving breakfast and lunch, we would be sent to gather mussels for the chowder—guests got fresh seafood when they ate at the Wick. Even clearing and setting up tables between meals was never tedious, given the panoramic view. A perk for staff was the chance to surf in breaks (pun intended). One waitress recalled seeing Robin and Ralph Devries, one of the cooks, riding the waves with a killer whale following close behind. Ralph was an integral part of the Wick team, not only as a chef but as someone who helped build the Wick. He met his wife, Alice, while working there, and they raised a son and daughter on the west coast. Their son, Peter, became one of Canada’s top surfers.

			We were well-​paid, the tips were good, and the job was not demanding. I remember a massive ironing machine, which we fed the tablecloths through between breakfast and lunch, taking great care not to burn our fingers.

			One of many perks was our waitressing attire. We were asked to give input regarding style and colour. The final choices made us all into ’60s fashionistas. Employees Joan Henderson and Jean Duckmanton sewed the creations, assisted by Val Jelly, girlfriend of chef Dale Fleming. For the morning shift we wore blindingly bright orange and yellow tie-​dyed dresses. For the dinner shift we wore palazzo pants and long-​sleeved, V-necked tunics in watery hues of blue and green. Robin let us keep the outfits, and the palazzo pant set was my go-to getup for parties through my university years.

			Another perk was the food. In our breaks, we could order off the world-​class menu, gratis. Ralph Devries would obligingly poach a perfect egg or flip some fluffy pancakes and hand them over with a smile and a quirky comment. Leverne Duckmanton and Dale Fleming served up ham steak with pineapple rings, or the delectable barbecued salmon. All this, plus I was getting paid. And the mussel chowder… Oh, the chowder.

			Brochures advertised “no radios, no newspapers, no television, no telephones.” The Wickaninnish Inn provided a peaceful west coast experience with comfortable rooms and excellent food in a spectacular landscape. Between visitors and locals, the dining room was often hopping. In the summer months of the ’60s and early ’70s, over a hundred meals were served most nights, and not just to paying guests.

			Lights, Camera, Action!

			In the summer of 1971, Long Beach became the setting for a movie. Originally called Plastic Man and then renamed The Groundstar Conspiracy, it starred notable actors George Peppard, Michael Sarrazin and Christine Belford. Most of the cast and crew stayed at the Wickaninnish Inn. They started filming early each day, so we had to be at work at some ungodly hour, 4 or 5 a.m. The movie suffered from an identity crisis. It was marketed as sci-fi but leaned more towards the spy-​thriller genre. I caught it on TV one night years later, when I had insomnia—it was slow going. But the actual filming created a buzz around Long Beach back then. Mike Mead-​Miller was George Peppard’s stand-in, and some scenes were filmed in Jack and Phyllis Martin’s beach-​front home. My most vivid memory of the filming period is of spilling coffee on Michael Sarrazin during one of his breaks—he was gracious about it. I was mortified.

			In 1970, Robin received official notice of the establishment of a national park encompassing Long Beach and other western coast areas. He did not want to give up the Inn, and received a lot of support from locals as well as former guests. Thousands of letters protesting the Inn’s closure were sent to officials. Many articles were published on the topic, including one entitled “That Special Lodge in the Park,” in which writer Charles Oberdorf stated: “We have an embarrassment of mediocre hotels in the parks of this country. When someone’s finally put together a good one, doesn’t it deserve survival?”6

			Pacific Rim National Park eventually gave Robin a five-​year lease to run the Inn. However, things did not go smoothly, and Robin resigned the lease after one year, owing to the bureaucracy involved. Just one example is spelled out in a letter dated June 26, 1973, chastising Robin for being short by one cent in his May 1973 payment to the park: “Please be advised…the one cent difference will be adjusted at the final year end return. Please ensure that future calculations are taken to the nearest cent.”

			Robin saw the writing on the wall, or the nitpicking in the letter, and finally gave up his beloved inn. Former employee John Allan took over the lease, along with two partners. At the end of 1977, the lease was not renewed. When John Allan protested, Park Superintendent Frank Camp explained there could be no exceptions: “If we let any private enterprise remain in the park after we removed so many others we’d have a lot of people down our necks.”7 The Inn was closed, leaving the once-​bustling structure inhabited solely by caretaker Bill Billings. A former Shanghai policeman, Billings had first settled at Wreck Bay in 1939, in search of elusive gold. He would be the last resident of the Long Beach area.

			The park finalized its plan to create an interpretive centre. Major sections of the Inn were dismantled and rebuilt to create the structure. The iconic bar, with its unique sway-​back roof, was left standing and converted into a restaurant. Basically, one third of Robin’s original design remains.

			Although the Kwisitis Visitor Centre is a well-​used educational facility, many of us still mourn the loss of the original Wickaninnish Inn.

			Wreck Bay

			Wreck Bay’s name stems from the wreck of the Peruvian brigantine Florencia, which came to grief in this bay in December 1860. Captain Richards of HMS Hecate, named the nearby island Florencia Island in 1861.8 After 1930, Wreck Bay became known as Florencia Bay.9 Many long-​time locals, including me, still call it Wreck Bay, but it is more commonly now called Florencia Bay, often shortened to “Flo.”

			In the late 1960s, people looking for an alternative lifestyle arrived in droves. The majority of them were young, many of them disillusioned with the “establishment.” Labelled as hippies, beatniks, draft dodgers and flower children, they were said to be opting out of society’s mores. Some became full-​time beach dwellers. Others were weekenders, here for a chance to get close to nature. Margaret Sinclair, who would soon become the wife of Canadian prime minister Pierre Trudeau, was one such visitor.

			One newspaper article described the newcomers’ abodes poetically: “Driftwood shacks, like barnacles, cling to the shore.”10 Another article suggested the beach dwellers had “found their version of Paradise and Thoreau’s Walden Pond on the Pacific Ocean.” The reporter quoted a young man from Boston saying, as he traced a slow arc in the air with his finger, “I just watch the sun move from there to there. I forget about the time.” Another said, “Who needs drugs up here? I get stoned on the scenery.”11
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					Wreck Bay has been a popular site for community gatherings over the years, as is shown in this group photo of Ucluelet residents, circa 1912. UAHS Archives
				
			As in the Wreck Bay gold rush, the squatters left when torrential downpours and extreme winter tides set in. Only the hardiest stayed on through the winters, and numbers skyrocketed when milder weather returned.

			Given the fluid nature of the visiting population, it is difficult to pin down numbers. Estimates vary widely. One report suggested that up to five hundred lived on the beach at times during peak summers.12 A newspaper article from 1970 referred back to an exaggerated 1969 report about “thousands of hirsute young people congregating in sin on Wreck Bay,” and went on to assert that “there were may-be 1,500 hippies at most.”13

			In May and June of 1971, my mom’s friend Pat Hutchinson of Ucluelet took on the challenge of conducting the federal census at Wreck Bay. Luckily, Pat was an avid beachcomber, as her census-​taking involved scrabbling over heaps of driftwood and balancing on a log across Lost Shoe Creek. Shelters constructed from logs, flotsam and jetsam stretched for three kilometres along the beach or back in the woods, some with privy holes, some without. One abode showcased a sign “The Ritz”; another proclaimed “No Vacancy.”

			“To stroll past and talk to different ones here and there was a unique and interesting experience,” Pat wrote in a local history booklet, “but to try to count them with their daily comings and goings was a quite impossible chore.”14

			Many were non-​Canadian and so did not need to be documented. Many others refused to give surnames and addresses. Pat therefore had to settle for a ballpark figure, which the Vancouver census office deemed unacceptable. Wanting exact numbers, an official arrived on the coast. “He was taken to the clearing above Wreck Bay it was alleged, and said, ‘Well now, where are these uncountable residences your census worker referred to?’” A local representative gestured to the kilometres of log piles stretching into the distance along the beach below and stated: “There they are!”15

			When the national park officially opened, these beach dwellers, like the residents of Long Beach, were told they had to leave. At a public meeting on June 8, 1971, many of the squatters protested their eviction, with (according to a newspaper account of the day) “their remarks well larded by four letter words not usually heard at a meeting.” The article adds that “a large number of hippie types kept leaving the meeting to gather around a beat-up panel truck and drink red wine from a gallon jug…Dozens of dogs, pets of the beach people, ran barking through the crowd, adding to the confusion.”16

			When park superintendent George Trachuk mentioned that limited camping sites near Green Point were available for $1.50 a night, someone in the crowd moaned, “A dollar fifty a night! You can live a week on that!” Despite the crowd’s frustration, they did offer Trachuk a swig of wine, which he declined.

			When the beach dwellers were offered up to fifty dollars to dismantle their abodes, many complied. In the fall of 1971, most of them were gone, and Tofino’s Ken Gibson and crew were contracted to dismantle and burn the remaining structures. Ken tried to minimize conflict by dealing with just one per day in any given area. He fulfilled his contract, acknowledging the creativity and inventiveness shown by many of the beach dwellers.17

			The Moon Rock
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					My cousins Barbara and Brenda Baird stand above and behind the Moon Rock at Wreck Bay with their maternal grandfather, pre-​emptionist James MacDonald. Barbara Herbert
				
			As kids, one of our favourite traditions when we arrived at Wreck Bay was to run to the Moon Rock. This large, round rock sat on the beach at the north end of Wreck Bay. I don’t know who first christened it the Moon Rock, but given its pockmarked, cratered surface, the choice was a no-brainer. We would race to be the first to touch it, then run around it. We loved the Moon Rock. In the 1960s, the large sandstone ball disappeared from Wreck Bay. We felt like we’d been robbed.

			Much discussion and speculation followed the Moon Rock’s removal. It was soon discovered that Jack Martin, who lived with his wife Phyllis at Wickaninnish Beach, had claimed the Moon Rock as his own. His friend Norm Winters, who lived just down the beach from Jack and Phyllis, had used his DC Cat to help Jack relocate the Moon Rock adjacent to the Martin abode, where it sat for many years.

			The story didn’t end there. After Pacific Rim National Park took over, they placed the Moon Rock at their naturalists’ office for a short time, before moving it to a viewpoint overlooking Wreck Bay—not back home on the beach, but closer to its original site.

			But wait, there’s more. Late one night in January 2009, after the park had closed for the day, someone (or several someones) broke the lock at the Wreck Bay entrance and stole the Moon Rock—no simple task. They transported it along the highway to Green Point, broke that lock to get through the gate, and dumped the Moon Rock over the bank. They left twenty dollars at the broken locks, supposedly to pay for new ones. Who the perpetrators were and why they did it remain a mystery. I am a traditionalist at heart. I wish the Moon Rock was still sitting on the beach at Wreck Bay.

			Pacific Rim National Park

			Given the extraordinary beauty of the Long Beach area, it is no surprise that the idea of preserving it as a park goes back many years. The Canadian National Parks Association supported the concept with a resolution in 1929.18 In 1931, several officials spent a few days assessing the area’s suitability. While they were impressed with the beaches, their strikes against the idea included lack of a safe place to put a wharf, the summer fog, frigid ocean temperatures and dangerous undertows—this last still a safety concern for swimmers and surfers in the Long Beach area. Some locals saw a need to protect the area, and Green Point was set aside in 1948.

			Then, when the highway made the area more accessible, the ensuing mayhem affirmed the need to protect the beaches. Wickaninnish Provincial Park was established in 1962 with its Green Point Campground and some camping on the beach. This did not adequately protect the beaches from the incoming hordes. As visitors’ behaviours spiralled out of control, many locals advocated a federal park. One of the strongest proponents was Howie McDiarmid. A long-​time local doctor, he became a Social Credit MLA and lobbied for the cause. He did not hold back in the legislature, describing in vivid detail the thousands of visitors camping at Long Beach on a July 1 weekend, “crammed cheek by jowl,” racing up and down the beach, and with “no water and two toilets for 7,000 people.”19

			The provincial government saw the need, and in 1967 initiated a joint survey with the federal government to choose a west coast area filling the requirements for a national park. The area ranging from Long Beach down to Port San Juan showed great potential, and led to the proposal of a three-​unit national park.

			The process bogged down in red tape, as the provincial and federal governments bickered over details, including who would pay to acquire the land. Things sped up somewhat when Jean Chrétien was appointed minister of Indian Affairs and Northern Development. He came to check out the area in November 1968, liked what he saw, and got the ball rolling.

			In March 1969, BC passed a West Coast National Park act, setting the scene for the establishment of a national park in three units: Long Beach, the Effingham Island Group (Broken Group), and the West Coast Trail from Bamfield to Port San Juan.20

			The original agreement between the provincial and federal governments set boundaries for the Long Beach and Broken Group Island sections and outlined property acquisition methods. Pacific Rim National Park was the designated name, and on May 4, 1971, Princess Anne arrived to make it official with the unveiling of a commemorative plaque. George Trachuk guided the princess down a quiet, forested trail to the beach. As she stood on a newly built plywood platform covered with indoor-​outdoor carpeting, the princess was briefly joined by an “impudent black and white mongrel,” which paused for a prolonged appearance on the stage with a “Hey, look at me!” expression. The princess grinned widely at being upstaged.

			Jean Chrétien announced in both English and French that the park symbolized Canadians’ recognition of “the need for man to concern himself with a world beyond that of material gain.”21 A huge salmon barbecue was on offer, organized and overseen by Al Johnson, proprietor of the soon-to-be expropriated Fiddle Inn. Mrs. Mona Davison, helping with the barbecue, commented regarding the park that “we’re all happy it’s being preserved for everyone, not just for the rich and the big shots,” but added there were concerns about the development and planning of the park.22

			Princess Anne chatted with people in the crowd, telling one of the beach squatters that she “could think of worse places to live.” My friend Liz LeGros’s father Art told a reporter, “Just because everyone here is smiling doesn’t mean we’re all happy.” He said that soon, owing to property expropriation, he would be out of both his home and his job as school bus driver.23

			Princess Anne left her whirlwind visit “in a dramatic exit,” lifted off the beach by helicopter. The politicians packed up and left, the locals remained, and the adjustment period played out, fraught with concessions and complications.

			A Transition Period

			Many locals and regular visitors were relieved when the national park was established. Things had been getting out of control, with massive crowds taking over beloved beaches. Others were not convinced the new park would improve matters. Writer Dan Vepord expounded on his most recent visit to Long Beach. “The word about the Good Life out west has got around…There are tents, campers and lean-​tos just a garbage toss apart. For miles and miles.” He went on to complain that “the hard tidal sand isn’t a beach. It’s a highway…[Canada’s] newest national park is strangling at birth.”24

			Many people had feared that, as the area became more well-​known, monster homes and businesses ranging from high-​end hotels to hot dog stands would take over the beaches. In that sense, the park was a relief. But what came as a surprise to many was the expropriation and the deadlines to vacate. Many locals saw a need for grandfathering-in of existing residents and businesses, making the phasing-​out long and gradual. The powers-to-be did not agree.

			Long-​time residents all had to go. Homes and businesses were dismantled, or in some cases moved to Ucluelet or Tofino. Several panabode cedar homes originally situated in the park still house Ucluelet residents. The A-frame from the Wick was moved to Willowbrae Road, and Robin Fells had to sell the Inn and property to the federal government. This included 223 acres, over one and a half kilometres of water frontage, the Inn, five cabins and a residence.

			With the national park’s “back to nature” philosophy, even the iconic Lovekin house across from Long Beach was dismantled, despite a suggestion that the park use it for a much-​needed life-​saving base. The lack of lifeguards and a life-​saving station remains a sore point, and the Lovekin house was in a prime spot, given the treacherous swimming and surfing conditions nearby. Locals also considered the charming 1936 Lovekin estate to be of historical value and were sad to see it go. Another affront was the destruction of the cabin where the beloved Group of Seven artist Arthur Lismer spent so many summers. Many felt it should have been preserved as a historic site.

			This land had been under the stewardship of First Nations for millennia. The Tla-o-qui-​aht people living on the Esowista Reserve, adjacent to Schooner Cove, naturally declined to leave. When they refused to trade their land within the newly drawn park boundaries and relocate to a different site, the park readjusted the boundaries. This involved going through the ATR (Additions to Reserve) process.

			Esowista is situated on a beautiful site. As the population of the reserve increased, the Tla-o-qui-​aht negotiated the acquisition of 86.4 hectares, where the new village site of Ty-Histanis was built, adjacent to Esowista. Moses Martin, a co-ordinator of the project, said that the name Ty-Histanis was suggested by an Elder: “His interpretation was that it was a place to anchor whales.” He added that “more recently we anchored our fishboats at night to get out of weather during the fishing season. Now today we hope it will be a place to anchor our people that want to come home.”25

			As residents vacated the park, visitor numbers soared. The opening of the new twenty-​four-​kilometre section of the highway in 1972 made it more accessible to camper units and trailers. About 129,000 people visited the Long Beach unit of Pacific Rim National Park between May 1 and July 31 of that year. An average of over 500 units camped on the beach each night in July, an increase from the previous July’s average of 350 per night.26

			Camping Fee Collector

			I was home from university in the summer of 1972, working for the park, collecting camping fees from the hordes. I drove up and down the beach in a big orange Parks Canada truck, stopping to chat with people and collect their daily two-​dollar fee. Many arranged to be “not be at home” at those times; some would flee down the beach or over the logs when they saw the truck coming. I also drove through the Green Point campsite, trying to collect fees. (There was no kiosk back then.) It was a hit-​and-​miss system. Often those I did manage to connect with argued that, as Canadian taxpayers, they shouldn’t be paying to camp. Some park visitors today take the same stance regarding parking.

			We park employees frequently dealt with campers unfamiliar with the ocean, including those who parked next to the surf line at low tide, set up their tent beside their car, and went for a walk. I recall more than a few confused expressions when I explained that the tide would soon be coming in, their tents would be afloat, and they would likely lose their vehicles.
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					Talented cartoonist Jeff Reves immortalized this classic west coast incident in a September 1973 issue of the Westcoaster. A young RCMP constable newly arrived from the Prairies pulled over a speeding tourist. Locals pointed to the incoming tide, but the constable carried on writing up a ticket. Both vehicles were soon stuck in the sand; before long, all that could be seen was the cruiser’s red light flashing through the waves. The constable was soon transferred to another division. Jeff Reves image, courtesy Phil Hood, editor of the Westcoaster
				
			Incoming tides took many vehicles. We were not supposed to pull the stuck vehicles out, as the park trucks weren’t insured for that purpose. The best we could do was radio (before the day of cellphones) for a tow truck. Our lack of a more immediate response led, at times, to some colourful language directed our way. (Pre–national park, during the years that Neil Buckle lived at Combers, he towed over two hundred cars off the beach.)27

			That summer job was a mixed blessing. The pay was good and the work included regular walks along the beach, a place I knew and loved. But the crowds were overwhelming. When I wasn’t working, I chose to avoid the park, seeking solitude at my favourite less-​known beaches.

			Tragedy on Radar Beach

			Growing up on the west coast of Vancouver Island, I had always sought out rather than avoided the more deserted beaches. But in June 1972, an element of shock and fear spread throughout the area. Sometimes I did the fee collections alone and sometimes with another park employee, long-​time Ucluelet local Julie Edwards. I always enjoyed working with Julie and was especially happy for her company that June day. When we arrived at work, we were warned to be on our guard, and to keep an eye out for a particular vehicle and its driver. A murder had taken place on isolated Radar Beach and the suspect was on the loose. We nervously did our rounds of the beaches and campground but saw nothing suspicious. The murderer was long gone. He would not be found for another thirty-​seven years.

			A young couple died on Radar Beach that June, shot in their sleeping bags. The suspect was a draft dodger. Described as a religious zealot (or “Jesus freak,” as some of the beach people worded it), Joseph Henry Burgess often went by the name of Job, ended many sentences with “Amen,” and expounded on “the wrath of God.” He was purportedly offended that the young couple were unmarried and killed them with a .22-calibre rifle. Burgess left behind one fingerprint, confirming his identity.

			Placed on Canada’s most wanted list, Burgess disappeared for nearly four decades, before dying in 2009 in a shootout with two police deputies in the Jemez Mountains of New Mexico. Dubbed the “Cookie Bandit” because he’d been stealing food and supplies from cabins, the police caught him on a stakeout. During the gunfire, Burgess shot one of the deputies, who later succumbed to his wounds.

			Vehicles Verboten

			The hordes just kept on coming. On the May 24 weekend of 1973, an estimated ten thousand people, including two motorcycle gangs, camped on Long Beach. Cars were set alight (a practice sometimes referred to as a “carbecue”). The RCMP read the riot act, arresting eleven people. This out-of-control weekend cemented the decision of the Pacific Rim National Park officials to ban driving on the beaches, and to permit camping only in a small walk-in area at Schooner Cove. The response was mixed. Many locals and visitors were relieved there would no longer be vehicles roaring up and down the beach. Others deplored their loss of freedom.

			Over time, as the land in the park returned to nature, most people adjusted. The new rule not to take anything from the park irritated some people. (“Disturbance and removal of natural objects is illegal in national Parks” is the official wording in a Pacific Rim National Park brochure.) Many locals missed the days of crabbing and clam-​digging at Long Beach. I missed the beachcombing and thought nostalgically of all the lumber my dad and brothers had salvaged from Halfmoon Bay when a barge dumped it in a big storm. One lady from Tofino told me how a park employee accosted her husband as he was leaving the beach, demanding he hand over the glass ball he had just found. Her husband refused to give it up, citing the fact that one much-​admired park employee owned the largest glass-​ball collection in the region, and therefore he was not giving up his new-​found treasure. (He also considered it unlikely that a glass ball fitted the park policy against removal of “natural objects.”)

			Some people grumbled at having to pay for a parking pass, especially to walk on a beach they had enjoyed freely for many years. Others considered it a small price to pay for preserving the beloved area. Feathers were ruffled by the proposal of a toll gate at the park entrance. MP Ted Schellenberg lobbied successfully for a moratorium on such a gate, with support from Ucluelet and Tofino chambers of commerce and both municipal councils. He stressed that the gate would be both uneconomical and difficult to oversee, summarizing eloquently: “For whom does the gate toll, hopefully not for Pacific Rim National Park?”28

			Pacific Rim National Park has been a boon to employment on the west coast. Park staff offer interpretive nature walks and presentations. The attractions of beautiful nature in a moderate climate continue to draw crowds.

			Honouring the Nuu-​chah-​nulth

			The Nuu-​chah-​nulth naturally had many concerns when the park was established. In 1971, C.D. Schultz of Vancouver did a $63,000 study assessing the effects of the park on the Nuu-​chah-​nulth and their reserve lands. Operations Manager Frank Camp said there would be further consultation between the Nuu-​chah-​nulth and the federal government.

			Pacific Rim National Park has made it a priority to honour Nuu-​chah-​nulth history, traditions and culture. This is apparent on a visit to the Kwisitis Visitor Centre. “Kwisitis,” from the Nuu-​chah-​nulth language, means “other end of the beach.”

			Barbara Touchie was a driving force behind the sharing of Nuu-​chah-​nulth culture in Pacific Rim National Park. She accomplished this during her twenty-​five years with Parks Canada, and also after her retirement. In 2016, the theatre in the Kwisitis Centre was renamed to celebrate and honour her life and legacy; it is now called the Sičquuʔuƛ (Sitch–Khoo–ootl) Theatre. This is the pronunciation of her Nuu-​chah-​nulth name, and means “a dorsal fin coming around a point of land.” The knowledge Barbara shared can be seen in many places, including on interpretive signs along the Nuu-​chah-​nulth Trail, which runs from close to South Beach to the south end of Wreck Bay.

			When cycling the ʔapsčiik t̓ašii (Ups-​cheek ta-shee) path through the forests of the park, walking on Long Beach or Wreck Bay, or paddling the waters of Barkley Sound, I find time for reflection. Despite my nostalgia for years past, I am grateful these areas are preserved and protected as part of Pacific Rim National Park Reserve.

		
		
			
		

	
		
			 Chapter 23 Coastal Creativity

			The art of the nuučaan̓uł (Nuu-​chah-​nulth) is rich, complex and diverse.

			The arrival of the uninvited, with their banning of the Potlatch and confiscation of Nuu-​chah-​nulth cultural materials, had a devastating effect. The newcomers viewed the items as commodities, oblivious to their inherent value and meaning. Tlehpik Hjalmer Wenstob, a Tla-o-qui-​aht artist with strong Ucluelet community ties, writes: “Art. Art? There isn’t a Nuu-​chah-​nulth word for art: the act of art came about from moving the mask from the face and dance floor, onto the wall and behind glass. With historic actions of theft and purchase, objects of culture have now transformed into objects of art.”1 Hjalmer goes on to state that although masks are traditionally things of beauty, it is in ceremony and dance that they come to life.

			Renowned Kwakwaka’wakw artist Beau Dick writes: “Our whole culture has been shattered. It’s up to the artists now to pick up the pieces and try and put them together, back where they belong.”2

			Contemporary Indigenous artists create both traditional and innovative works. Repatriation of taken treasures has begun, but many more items have not yet returned to their rightful homes.

			nuučaan̓uł art has been described as “an illustration of their spirit world.”3 Carved and painted poles depict origin stories, family crests, lineage and the marking of occasions. Clans are named after different animals, often depicted in artwork. Clan members are said to share the particular animal traits of their clan’s namesake. The pole designs are richly symbolic, expressing interconnecting relationships with animals, the environment and the spirit world.

			A beautiful pole carved by Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ artist James “Hudson” Cootes stands at Kwisitis, on the trail past the Visitor Centre.  Jim Cootes was a resident of Hitacu, and came from a family of talented artists, including older brothers Art and Ellery. “Carving is a gift from our creator,” Art said. “Some of us get the gift naturally…others have to work at it.”4
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					This pole, situated on the trail past the Kwisitis Visitor Centre, is testament to the skill of Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ artist James “Hudson” Cootes. The pole depicts the land (Bear with Salmon), sea (Killer Whale) and sky (Thunderbird). Author’s photo
				
			A powerful eagle pole created by Clifford George in 2024 stands on the ʔapsčiik t̓ašii (Ups-​cheek ta-shee) bike path within Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ Territory at Pacific Rim National Park Reserve’s southern border. Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ Elders chose the cixwatin (eagle) because of its ability to watch over everyone.

			Leo Touchie of Hitacu started creating his art as a young boy, inspired by seeing a picture of a killer whale. He honed his carving skills at classes taught by the late Ray Martin, put on by the Toquaht Nation.

			Designs and motifs can be inherited, and are traditionally used for ceremonial occasions, often displayed on carved masks and headdresses. Dances and songs are also passed down with hereditary rights.

			Finely woven baskets were originally used for storing and transporting items, and for trading. Some nuučaan̓uł artists now sell the baskets, sometimes weaving them to cover bottles or glass-​ball fishing floats. They were originally created with natural dyes, but commercial dyes are now sometimes used to yield more vivid colours. Designs include whales, canoes, sea serpents and birds.

			t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ artist Mary McKay, who lived for many years at hac̓aaqis (Stuart Bay), was a master grass weaver. Her grandson’s wife, Charlotte McKay, carries on the tradition of both grass and cedar. Rose Cootes, Sarah Tutube, Gladys Sam and Marion Louie did grass weaving. Karen Severinson recalls taking her aunt, Rose Cootes, to the George Fraser Islands to pick the special grass for weaving. Ucluelet weavers of cedar include Rose Wilson and her son Brian. The nuučaan̓uł also weave cedar capes and hats.

			Beading, over bottles or glass balls, or in intricate jewellery, features both traditional and modern design. Bessie Marshall, Molly Haipee and Faye Louie created beautiful loom beadwork. Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ artists doing beadwork include Cecilia Smith, Sarah Billy, Pearl and Sheila Touchie, and Rose Wilson. Lynette Dawson, long-​time Ucluelet resident of Bonnechere Algonquin heritage, also does beadwork.

			That the art not only survived but continues to thrive is testimony to the spirit and resilience of the Nuu-​chah-​nulth.

			Emily Carr

			Venerated BC artist and writer Emily Carr found inspiration in coastal landscapes and First Nations culture. Although she was documented visiting Ucluelet only twice, her name has a close connection with this place. The Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ of hitac̓u are said to have given her the name Klee Wyck, meaning “Laughing One.”

			Carr first came to Ucluelet in the summer of 1898, to visit her sister Lizzie, who was volunteering at the Presbyterian mission school at hitac̓u. Emily was then twenty-​seven, although in her memoir Klee Wyck she gives her age as fifteen. (Emily sometimes used poetic licence in the writing of her books.)

			Emily used pencil and pen and ink to portray the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ people and their village surroundings in a realistic style. Later, after she met Canada’s famous Group of Seven, her work would reflect the influence of Modernism and Post-​Impressionism.
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					This Emily Carr sketch labelled “Phish’s Cove It-edsue” shows how the village now called Hitacu looked in 1898. Royal BC Museum
				
			Emily described hitac̓u in Klee Wyck: “Houses and people were alike. Wind, rain, forest and sea had done the same things to both—both were soaked through and through with sunshine, too.”5

			Emily’s 1904 trip to Ucluelet came shortly after a five-​year visit to England, during which she studied art and spent time in a sanatorium for a breakdown. Her return to Victoria was stressful and she sought a reprieve in Ucluelet’s coastal isolation.

			Although there is no record of Emily Carr returning to Ucluelet after 1904, she made other journeys up and down the coast. In August 1929, she visited Port Renfrew on a sketching trip. While there, she stayed with my grandparents, Thomas and Annie Baird. My uncle Tom, who was thirteen at the time, later told me they all remarked on the fact that she didn’t bathe while she was there. Given the size of the family and the lack of privacy for bathing in the home, perhaps that was due to modesty on Emily’s part.

			Arthur Lismer

			One of Canada’s renowned Group of Seven, Arthur Lismer first came to Long Beach in 1951, and he returned each summer with his wife, Esther, for a six-​week stay in the same cabin at the Wickaninnish Lodge. When the Wickaninnish Inn was built, the Lismers continued their visits, and their favourite cabin became known as Lismer Cottage. They frequently ate at the Inn. Mr. Lismer often picked small bouquets of wildflowers for his wife and put them in water at their table. When, at age fifteen, I started waitressing at the Wick, the very first table I waited on was the Lismers’. Flustered and nervous, I mixed up their breakfast order. They could not have been more understanding.

			Mr. Lismer was immensely kind and gracious, and liked to gently tease. Sometimes he would sketch on bits of paper, depicting, for example, a sliver of pie under a mountain of ice cream when ordering dessert. Catherine Taron (née Mountain), who also waitressed during those years, reminded me of one of Mr. Lismer’s jokes; the servers’ protocol was to turn the cups right side up on the saucer, then lift the cup and saucer and pour the coffee. Mr. Lismer would say he needed the exercise of turning over his own cup. Catherine found this quite comical, given that he was always out hiking with his painting supplies in his backpack, and was obviously physically fit, even up into his eighties.

			Now an accomplished artist, Catherine remembers Mr. Lismer’s encouragement. At the age of fifteen, while serving meals, she told him about her drawings. He generously showed her his favourite brushes and the paintings he’d done that summer. Catherine’s interactions with Arthur Lismer sparked her dream that one day she too would paint.

			That summer visit, his sixteenth to Long Beach, was his last. He passed away the following year, in 1969. We who were privileged to meet him remember him fondly when we visit the beach at Lismer Bay, not far from where the Wick cabins once stood.

			Fred Varley, another Group of Seven painter, also visited the west coast of Vancouver Island. His son Jim lived in Ucluelet with wife Carol, in a log house near Little Beach. Carol’s ex-husband, Albertus “Ab” Van Amerongen, lived in a cottage on their property. Ab was a local character who wore lederhosen and took local youths on challenging nature hikes. Jim and Carol were music lovers, and I recall pleasant gatherings during the 1970s and ’80s, sitting around their acorn fireplace, sipping wine and listening to classical music while gazing out at the ever-​changing Pacific.

			Other talented Ucluelet painters inspired by their surroundings included Josephine Littleton (née Binns) and her son Paddy, and commercial fisherman Art Hutchinson, who captured glorious sunrises on his early morning trips to the fishing grounds.

			An Assemblage of Artists

			Long-​time west coast resident Marla Thirsk has earned the moniker “Ukee’s artist.” Her paintings grace local walls both inside and out. She created the first poster (and many more) advertising the annual Pacific Rim Whale Festival, as well as posters for myriad local events. Marla’s sought-​after work, including drawings, paintings, sculptures and fabric art, ranges from the realistic to the whimsical, and she has happy customers worldwide.

			A gifted artist, Signy Cohen not only paints the west coast, but is renowned across Canada for her portrait paintings. Signy promoted artists for years in her Tofino gallery, and when she closed it, she continued to do so in her Ucluelet gallery, Reflecting Spirit. Many talented local artists are showcased both in Signy’s gallery and in the Orange Door Gallery, an initiative of the Pacific Rim Arts Society. PRAS was incorporated on November 20, 1970, under the name Long Beach Arts Council. In August 1985, the name was changed, but the institution is still the same, making it one of the longest-​standing arts organizations in BC.

			PRAS promotes all the arts, but early on the main focus was music. A dynamic duo, Adrienne Shannon and Joy Innis, visited the coast and loved it. They moved here and performed as the piano duo Palenai, meaning a symbol of unified diversity. Joy and Adrienne taught piano to local students of all ages, and Joy bravely took on the community adult band, which had been ably taught by John Montgomery, a popular school music teacher who transferred to another community. Local concert bassoonist turned log scaler Tom Petrowitz also taught the band.

			Starting in 1986, PRAS put on a summer chamber music festival under the leadership of Palenai. The faculty of distinguished musicians included the renowned American Piano Trio. When Joy Innis was asked “Why chamber music?” she responded: “This type of music reflects the timelessness of this environment.”6

			Then mayor Bill Irving commented that the Pacific Rim Summer Festival helped bring Ucluelet and Tofino together during controversial times.7

			Joy and Adrienne co-ordinated the festival, supported by a team of volunteers. Margaret Mazzoni and Pam McIntosh were the driving force behind the Summer Festival. During those busy summer weeks, musical notes filled Ucluelet’s fresh sea air. Visiting students were billeted throughout town and sandwiched sightseeing and socializing between master classes, practising and performing. The festival included multicultural programming—we had the opportunity to billet choirs from around the globe.

			We raised funds unfailingly for the cause, many of us trekking from Ucluelet to Green Point in a walkathon to buy the community a grand piano, key by key. We planted trees in torrential downpours, coming home sodden and sooty from scrabbling up steep, slash-​burned hillsides with our bags of seedlings. Generous sponsors kept the festival thriving for many years, until circumstances changed and Palenai’s career took the duo back to city life.

			From a primarily music-​based festival, the Pacific Rim Summer Festival evolved to what PRAS president Mark Penny called “a celebration of the arts,” with the addition of “various forms of dance, poetry and visual arts.”8

			PRAS originally had the Christmas Craft Fair under its umbrella. When it gave that up, Marla Thirsk co-ordinated the fair for many years. PRAS continued with ArtSplash, its long-​running yearly non-​juried art show, and added more events, including the annual Cultural Heritage Festival, the Carving on the Edge Festival, and the Artists’ Walk on the Wild Pacific Trail, featuring the work of painters, sculptors, musicians, dancers and other talented artists at scenic viewpoints along the trail. PRAS, now with a home base in its Orange Door Gallery, continues to flourish through the work of artist volunteers under the creative leadership of its executive director, pyrographic artist Kelly Deakin.

			Going Walkabout

			Mike Camp’s sculptures stand tall and proud at the corner of Peninsula and Bay. His medium of choice is stainless steel “because of the lasting impact it creates.”9 Raven Lady has posed gracefully for over thirty years, none the worse for wear (although she did topple over one year and was trucked to then owner Ron Burley’s property, before being reinstalled). Raven Lady has since been joined by Surfer Girl, a massive wolf and Wanderer’s Tree, festooned with oyster shells. Going walkabout through town will also reveal ten colourful murals by Marla Thirsk. The mural at the back of Ukee Dogs restaurant features a collection of local characters.

			Theatre and Dance

			Early on, locals formed a theatre group, even going “on the road” to Tofino. High school teacher Roger Sparks’s students earned accolades at out-of-town drama festivals. Local youth continue to show dramatic flair in both the yearly Missoula Children’s Theatre program and the Glee musical theatre program put on by Courtney Johnson and Sarah Hogan. Adults get their chance to shine in dinner theatre productions, created by local boat skipper Jacqueline Holliday along with fellow innovative spirits Courtney and Sarah.

			When the Noble sisters Anne (Gudbranson) and Sally (Stonehouse) moved to Ucluelet as teenagers in 1960, they brought their dancing skills with them. A few of us kids briefly took ballet lessons, but were deemed more suited to Highland dancing. We even entered a Highland games competition in Victoria—I have a vague memory of accidentally kicking a sword off the stage.

			Paula Ross, who founded Vancouver’s first contemporary dance company in the mid-​1960s, brought the gift of dance to Ucluelet when she moved here with her husband, Al Fukushima, and their children to pursue fishing and oyster farming.

			She founded the Paula Ross Dance Society in 1973, opening a portal to the world of dance for local youth. When Paula and her family moved away, the dance program continued under the society’s umbrella, with dancing teachers such as Gabrielle Springett and Janine Wood. Dance teacher Barbara Ellen Camp tragically passed away far too soon, but left a legacy of creativity and joy. The Paula Ross Dance Society maintains opportunities for youth and adults to be involved in dance and the performing arts. And the unique landscape, culture and history of Ucluelet and the surrounding area continue to inspire a wide range of artistic expression.

		
	
		
			 Chapter 24 Tourism Then and Now

			Although Ucluelet and environs have deep resource-​based roots, tourism goes back many years. Newspapers in the early twentieth century praised the area’s beauty, often focusing on nearby Long Beach and Wreck Bay: “The two bays together form one of the most remarkable sea beaches in the world and are without rivals on the whole Pacific Coast. The sand has been hammered by the ocean waves through countless centuries, until it is almost like a pavement. Here is certain to be one of the greatest summer resorts.”1

			Sightseeing excursions on steamships were a popular draw. West coast trips aboard the Princess Maquinna in the 1920s and 1930s were in such demand that the Princess Norah was built partly to accommodate more tourists. The west coasters loved their Princess Maquinna and were upset when she was relocated to the Alaska route. The beloved ship reclaimed the west coast route for the summer crowds.
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					Basil and Mary Matterson’s beach taxi allowed visitors arriving by boat to make a quick visit to Long Beach. Dal Matterson
				
			A Daily Colonist article of December 3, 1922, proclaimed: “There are few prettier villages than Ucluelet.” Upon disembarking, tourists visited George Fraser’s renowned gardens, leaving with a complimentary bouquet or sprig of heather.

			Another option was a quick excursion to Long Beach in Basil and Mary Matterson’s tourist truck—hopefully, the weather co-operated, as the truck was open to the elements, with up to fifteen people in seats set up on the flatbed. The truck bounced over the rough road to Long Beach and back during the Maquinna’s sojourn in Ucluelet Harbour.

			Tourism promotion featured nuučaan̓uł individuals and their artwork. Ads included pictures of totem poles and woven baskets. Today, we understand this to be blatant exploitation, especially since First Nations people, when travelling aboard the Princess Maquinna, had to remain on the outside deck, or in the hold during rough weather.

			August Lyche’s large family home became a popular hotel aptly named the Bayview Lodge. William and Sarah Thompson ran it for two and a half years. Their daughter Sheila Mead-​Miller later remarked that her parents knew nothing about running a hotel. “They quite enjoyed it, but it wasn’t a money-​making concern. Because they hated to give anyone their bill.”2 During the Depression, most people were financially strapped, and the clients at the Bayview Lodge tended to be business people who could afford excursions up the coast. They often stayed at Ucluelet for a week. “I remember one man was…a Kellogg from the corn flake people…Lepages Glue, there was the father and the son.”3

			When the Thompsons gave up running the hotel, Alma Littleton (née Lyche) and husband Stan moved back to Ucluelet. Alma later told Sheila, “You know, I often wonder why we took over that hotel. I should have had my head examined.”4 The hotel was jam-​packed through the war years, and Alma was run off her feet, but she managed. As Sheila Mead-​Miller explained, “if you want anything done, you always ask a busy person.”5

			The Ucluelet Lodge

			When Bill Fraser and Henry Bonetti returned from serving in World War II, they built the Dell Café, named after Bill’s daughter Delores. Bud Thompson bought Henry Bonetti’s share in the business, and Fred Rhodes joined the partnership. The Ucluelet Lodge was built onto the café, and the three partners opened it in July 1950. Bill and his family lived in the hotel until 1953. The business provided rooms for visitors and a chance to visit the local drinking establishment. The bar was a popular gathering place for loggers and fishermen after long shifts, “but only the brave would drink the draft beer.”6
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					Main Street in the snow, with the Ucluelet Lodge under construction on the right, and next to it Roy Payne’s little pool hall, with the school fenced in just beyond. Port Albion can be seen across the bay, in the background. UAHS Archives
				
			Martin Marangoni started working at the Lodge in 1956, slinging beer two years before he reached legal drinking age. He continued working there off and on for forty years. Martin recalled many characters, including the fellow who got barred for frequent misbehaviour and then got served when he came back disguised as a woman.7

			The Frasers sold the building in 1960. Later owners included Ron Burley, Rod Hardy and Ted Walker. When logging and fishing took a downturn, the business struggled, changing hands often over the years. In February 2010, the Lodge closed its doors, and many bemoaned the end of an era.

			But the gathering place was revitalized when Officials Sports Lounge, already sharing part of the building, knocked down the dividing wall and took over 60 percent of the floor area. The building’s owner rented out the remaining space for retail. Officials’ owners Dale Holliday and Ray Godfrey maintained a dance floor and hosted bands, dinner theatre and fundraising events. Then, in 2019, to much local disappointment, Officials closed after a decade of business. In a sign of the times, a cannabis shop opened in the renovated building.

			Other older lodgings continue to accommodate tourists. The duplexes of the tastefully remodelled Little Beach Resort were barged into Ucluelet before there was a road, providing housing for tourists and local workers in what was originally called the Blue Bird Auto Court.

			Despite early forays into tourism, the economy was based on resource industries. When mining, logging and fishing took a downswing, the focus turned to tourism. Some locals made a living on the water, through fishing charters, whale watching and nature cruises, or kayaking tours. Many worked in the hospitality industry, in restaurants, hotels or bed-​and-​breakfasts. As more tourists arrived, gift shops and art galleries burgeoned.
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					Dave Manuel created a world of bygone days brimming with antique cars and half-​buried chunks of machinery on his lot next to the present-​day Image West. He called it the Metal Lawn Rust Home. Many tourists visited the site over the years, and mailed thank-​you letters to Dave from all over the world. UAHS Archives
				
			When Pacific Rim National Park was established, some popular tourist businesses had to leave. In an article decrying the federal park’s closure of the Wickaninnish Inn, writer Charles Oberdof stated: “If all the hotels are turfed out of the park, the nearest place to stay will be Port Alberni.”8 Although the closure of the original Wick Inn was a major disappointment, more options in Ucluelet and Tofino became available to accommodate the groundswell of tourists. Hotels and motels, B & Bs and campgrounds, all added to the local economy.

			The Canadian Princess

			This sixty-​nine-​metre vessel was an iconic sight in Ucluelet for many years. Originally a hydrographic survey vessel called the William J. Stewart, she was bought by the Oak Bay Marine Group in 1979, refurbished and towed to Ucluelet to operate as a floating fishing resort, hotel and restaurant.

			Renamed the Canadian Princess and settled in the Ucluelet Boat Basin, the ship was a base for the Princess fleet of whale-​watching and fish-​charter boats. Oak Bay Marine Group founder Bob Wright had found a niche, flying in avid sport fishers from the US as well as Canada. Many locals skippered and crewed the thirteen-​metre Princess boats, while others staffed the floating restaurant and hotel. Although the resort also offered onshore accommodation, the novelty of the floating hotel was a strong draw. The Islander magazine of July 27, 1980, described it as “offering a unique wilderness experience.”

			The Canadian Princess employed up to 150 people (including those working in her associated restaurant at the Wickaninnish Inn in Pacific Rim National Park). Then Bob Wright closed the Canadian Princess, along with two other Vancouver Island resorts. Dianne St. Jacques, service manager on the Canadian Princess for many years, was Ucluelet’s mayor at the time, and commented: “It’s sad but change is something that’s a constant for all of us and we have to embrace it and move forward.”9

			The forty-​six-​unit onshore lodge was sold and continues to offer centrally located accommodation. In March 2016, there was a shipboard ’20s-​themed farewell party, the “Great Gatsby Casino Night.” Dressed as flappers and gangsters, partiers gathered for the last hurrah. Later, some of us toured the ship from stem to stern, visiting her historic engine room.

			“She was a big milestone when she came in and it will be a big milestone when she pulls out,” Mayor St. Jacques said.10 And so it was. Locals thronged wharves and shoreline to wave farewell. Small boats followed alongside and astern as the majestic white ship was towed out of the harbour, headed for her final resting place in Vancouver. There, she was stripped and dismantled. Mayor St. Jacques reflected that it was “an opportunity for new businesses to step in and pick up that slack.”11

			Norm Reite’s Island West Marina offered the full spectrum for fishers, enhanced by a lodge, a campground and the Eagle’s Nest pub-​restaurant. Businesses such as Reef Point, Roots Lodge, Whiskey Landing, Tauca Lea (now Water’s Edge) and Hollywood star Jason Priestley’s Terrace Beach Resort offered seaside getaways. In 2008, Black Rock Oceanfront Resort opened, offering 135 rooms, a spa and a restaurant, lounge and wine cellar with panoramic views of the oft-​wild Pacific. The resort provided more employment options and, like many other businesses, gave back generously to the community.

			The Ucluelet First Nation also recognized tourism business opportunities, building Wya Point Resort, which was described as adding “a new element to the region, the promise of First Nations’ cultural tourism amid a beautiful setting.”12 Starting with a small campground, the nation added yurts with “a million-​dollar view over the rocky shores.”13 At the junction, the UFN also established businesses for surf rentals and lessons, refreshments, bike rentals and tours.

			“Left at the Junction” is the name of a popular Ucluelet band and also reflects a growing trend, with an ever-​increasing number of visitors turning left at the junction, towards Ucluelet, rather than making that right turn for Tofino. Tofino has historically been the media darling, with Ucluelet described as Tofino’s “ugly stepsister,”14 and “the grimy Cinderella down the road.”15 A bold headline proclaiming “a clash of cultures” described the two towns as “far-​from-​identical twins sitting 42 kilometres apart at the ends of two peninsulas that look like righteous fingers pointing in the opposite direction.”16 Going on to describe Ucluelet as a former “brawny economic powerhouse,” the writer reflected on the protest movement that was “a public relations defeat for the culture of the chainsaw.”17 Tofino residents interviewed by the reporter decried the shaved mountaintops of Ucluelet while lamenting the drawbacks of their booming community. Activist Valerie Langer described the lack of control felt in Tofino: “We can’t keep up with the pace of development.”18
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					Although Ucluelet has historically been considered a friendly town, these juxtaposed signs provided many a laugh. But media tends to thrive on controversy, and Ucluelet has had some mixed reviews over the years. Flip Wilson photo
				
			The logged mountains of Ucluelet greened up, and eco-​tourism plans blossomed. But, as then mayor Bill Irving put it, “We’re trying to maintain the working-​class ambience of Ucluelet,” where fishermen, loggers and tourist operators can all be part of the community.

			In 2010, Ucluelet got a nod from the New York Times, in its article choosing Vancouver Island as one of “the 31 Places to Go in 2010.” The edition praised the Wild Pacific Trail and the “folksy fishing village called Ucluelet,” adding: “I’ll bet they’re smiling in the tourist offices of Ucluelet, which has long taken a back seat to its more glamorous sister village Tofino.”19

			They may have been smiling, but they were also struggling to keep up with the groundswell of visitors who turned left at the junction. A Victoria newspaper article in 2014, “No Room at the Inns in Ucluelet,” quoted then Ucluelet Chamber of Commerce director Sue Payne as saying it was the first time Ucluelet “had hit its tourism capacity in about a decade.”20 The trend continued.

			The sport fishery also reeled them in. In 2020, Ucluelet was the only place in BC to make FishingBooker’s list of best fishing destinations. It was Ucluelet’s second year on this prestigious website that ranks fishing trips across the globe. Lara Kemps, then manager of the chamber of commerce, credited local sport fishing guides and operators: “Our fishing charter companies have such a sterling reputation because of not only their passion for their work, but also for the area in which we live and play.”21

			In 2022, Ucluelet’s publicity ramped up even more. Among 128 rivals in a contest run by the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation for “BC’s best small town,” Ucluelet came in second, narrowly losing to Kimberley. Further positive press came in 2023 with a Maclean’s magazine article titled “The Great Escapes: 10 Places to Visit in Canada Right Now,” in which Celeste Moure described Ucluelet as “the storm-​swept hideaway” with “gorgeous squalls…enchanted forests…and a pretty little harbour.”22 Of course, the irony is that the more publicity we get, the less of a hideaway we become.

			The Wild Pacific Trail

			In 1971, Ucluelet public health nurse Myrt Saxton, a volunteer in many community groups, sponsored an Opportunity for Youth summer program in which she supervised five young people building a trail in He-Tin-​Kis Park. Further work was done on the He-Tin-​Kis Trail, a boardwalk loop built through a contract with the District of Ucluelet. Dave Manuel did a lot of the work, along with other locals. A section is incorporated into the present Wild Pacific Trail, and other parts of the old boardwalk are now blocked off.

			“Oyster Jim” Martin had a dream and made it a reality. It didn’t happen overnight. That Ucluelet’s Wild Pacific Trail exists today is a testament to his drive and tenacity. When Jim Martin arrived in Ucluelet in the summer of 1979, he earned the moniker OJ because of his livelihood in oyster farming. As he explored the outer coastline and fished off the rocks, OJ soon envisioned a trail along the rugged coast. “This was something that had to be made accessible to the whole world.”23 Around every corner he saw “streaming postcards” and potential for what he called the eighth wonder of the world.

			Bill Irving, Ucluelet’s mayor from 1990 to 1997, reflected that when OJ came forward with his vision, logging and fishing were still booming, and people were not thinking about tourism. OJ saw not only the present but the future. All who are acquainted with him recognize his charisma. The Edmonton Journal described OJ’s “no-guff kind of charm.”24 That, along with inventiveness, hard work and know-​how, was a big-​time bonus for Ucluelet. (OJ attributes some of his know-​how to his thirteen years as a Scout leader.) He originally pitched the name Pacific Rim Trail. When that was vetoed, he called it the Wild West Trail. Access to a sizable grant entailed coming up with a different name; the day the Wild West Trail Society was registered, OJ orchestrated a quick name change to Wild Pacific Trail.

			The grant was supplemented with fundraisers like hot dog sales, but more was needed. OJ begged for money and supplies from municipalities and businesses, and through what he described as “magnanimous shows of support,” he came up with the requirements to complete the initial project. The War in the Woods meant out-of-work loggers were in a retraining program, which covered the $17,000 for their wages to work on the trail. The Lighthouse Loop section opened to much fanfare in 1999.

			Accessing land for the trail was challenging. When officials said no, OJ kept on fishing for a yes. Charles Smith, former director of real estate for MacMillan Bloedel Ltd., repeatedly deflected requests for access to build trail on forestry land. Then, as logging and fishing bottomed out, Smith recognized the need for tourism to boost the economy.

			OJ got his okay for the next phase of the trail from Big Beach to the highway. Funding for this 2002 section was managed by the Central Westcoast Forest Society (now the Redd Fish Restoration Society). Clayoquot Forest Engineering was contracted to build the trail, and under site supervisor David Edwards it did the surveying, some design work and construction, with many locals involved in the work. OJ added artists’ loops to take advantage of the spectacular ocean views.

			In 2013, the Ancient Cedars and Rocky Bluffs section opened. Further bonuses included interpretive trails, connector trails and more spectacular viewpoints.

			OJ’s dream is supported by the dedicated volunteer board of the Wild Pacific Trail Society (WPTS), a registered non-​profit group founded in 1999. Long-​time WPTS president Barbara Schramm provides a strong and steady hand at the helm. As well as trail building and enhancement, the group provides trail-​related educational programs. The District of Ucluelet now manages trail maintenance, but OJ continues to create artistically designed viewpoints. He and the WPTS board pursue the goal of extending the trail to connect to Wreck (Florencia) Bay and Long Beach.

			First Nations Elder Vi Mundy, a long-​time Trail Society board member, stated she was impressed with the respect shown by the Wild Pacific Trail Society for the First Nation lands, cultures and history. She spoke of the rejuvenating benefit of being on the trail, saying with her typical insight and humour: “There is no Wi-Fi in the forest, but you will find a better connection!!”25

			Ucluelet Aquarium

			As the first catch-​and-​release aquarium in Canada, the Ucluelet Aquarium has been a strong tourist draw since opening as a mini-​aquarium in the spring of 2004. Founder Philip Bruecker started the Ucluelet Aquarium as a pilot project. It proved so popular that a larger, more permanent structure was needed. Volunteers, businesses and the municipality came together to realize the dream, and the new Ucluelet Aquarium opened next to the Whiskey Dock in May 2012. The original mini-​aquarium building was moved to Campbell River. Bruecker’s vision spread not only across Vancouver Island but around the globe. In 2019, the Ucluelet facility held the first ever mini-​aquarium conference, sharing information about their successful catch-​and-​release model with eager visiting delegates.

			The exhibits captivate adults and children alike, and the annual release day to return the critters to the sea is a festive event. The aquarium continues to thrive, as employees and volunteers promote conservation and stewardship of the oceans.

			Crowd-​pleasers

			The Ucluelet Chamber of Commerce and Tourism Ucluelet are two groups promoting local tourism. Yearly events, such as Whale Fest, the Edge to Edge Marathon, and the Van Isle 360 sailing race around Vancouver Island, all draw visitors to the area. The influx of tourists has made big changes in the town, including more traffic on the highway and longer lineups in the Co-op.

			As old-​timer Pete Hillier philosophically put it, “I guess we’ve always known it was coming…generally speaking it’s not all that bad—you at least get to meet some interesting people. And,” he reflected, “it’ll help the local businesses.”26

		
	
		
			Afterword

			As a Greek philosopher once observed, there is nothing so constant as change. Here in Ucluelet, we no longer navigate town solely by boat or by boardwalk. From isolated outpost to village to designated district, Ucluelet continues to experience growing pains. We now have a downtown beautification plan, several one-​way lanes, and an initially disconcerting four-​way stop in the centre of town.

			This could be a metaphor reminding us to slow down. Big changes are afoot, as developers swarm in with various visions of just what Ucluelet “should” be. Certainly, we need affordable housing. Certainly, people want to reside here and need homes to live in. But increased traffic, limited health care and amenities, and aging infrastructure all point to the need for prudence.

			What drew us here? What kept us here? What will keep us here? I hope these accounts of the past, together with the centuries-​old wisdom of the Yuułuʔiłʔatḥ and t̓uk̓ʷaaʔatḥ, will help inform the decisions of the future.

			The writing of this book was, at times, less calm harbour and more turbulent seas, with a tsunami of information. At some point, I had to call it “done.” But my fascination with history is never-​ending—the voyage will continue.
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